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CHAPTER I 

THE PORTENT 

With a muffled cry, Gordon Graham threw down 
the morning paper, and pushed his chair back from 
the breakfast table. His daughter, Aline, who 
was dutifully pouring her father's coffee, looked 
up in astonishment. 

" What's the matter, Daddy? " she asked. 

In answer he tossed the newspaper to her. 

" Read that I " he snapped. " Second column, 
at the top I " 

Aline Graham was not unaccustomed to sudden 
outbursts of temper on the part of her sire. As 
a rule they did not disturb her, for she knew from 
experience that they usually subsided as quickly as 
they came. But this seemed an uncommonly 
violent seizure. As she picked up the offending 
sheet she noticed that her fond parent's face was 
almost purple. 

zz 
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When her eyes fell upon the bit of news tha 
had so upset her father, Aline gave a little gasj 
of astonishment. 

This is what she saw : 

"At ^ dinner-dance given last night by Mrs. 
Hamilton Blair, announcement was made of the 
engagement of Miss Aline Graham, daughter of 
Mr. Gordon Graham, United States District At- 
torney, and Capt. Lawrence Holbrook. This is 
particularly interesting news to Washington soci- 
ety, since Miss Graham is one of the most popu- 
lar of the younger set. Capt. Holbrook, who 
spends much of his time abroad, has been passing 
a few weeks in this city." 

** Well? " Gordon Graham demanded, as Aline 
laid the newspaper beside her plate. 

** Ridiculous 1 " she said, with a reassuring 
smile. " Poor Capt. Holbrook I Who could 
have made such an absurd statement, I wonder? " 

** Poor Capt. Fiddlesticks!" Graham snorted. 
" He probably sent the story out himself I " 

** Father! " the girl protested. " Of course he 
didn't! You forget that Capt. Holbrook is a 
gentleman." 

" I know nothing of the fellow," her father de- 
clared. ** I wish he had never set eyes on you, 
and if he is responsible for this malicious lie he'll 
soon wish that he had never set eyes on me." 
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Aline regarded her father with no little concern. 

"Now, Daddy!" she pleaded. "You might 
at least give Capt. Holbrook the benefit of the 
doubt, until you know more about the matter. It 
isn't fair to condemn anyone in advance." 

" We'll see — we'll see I " he said, — evasively, 
it seemed to Aline. 

** Please, dear 1 " she continued, " please don't 
do anything rash. Promise me that you'll say 
nothing to the Captain." 

Gordon Graham's mouth closed in a straight, 
firm line, as he looked across the table at his 
daughter. 

** Promise me I There's a good daddy ! " she 
urged. 

"Well, Aline! I'll promise — that I'U say 
nothing to Capt. Holbrook until I have some evi- 
dence." 

She laughed, visibly relieved. 

" Then you'll say nothing to him at all ! " she 
declared, " for I'm sure he had absolutely no part 
in starting this story." 

" Perhaps not," her father said. " I'll soon find 
out, at all events. I shall stop at the Sun office 
this morning." There was endless determination 
in his voice, and his face, too, for Gordon Graham 
was a fighter through and through. He was the 
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most aggressive district attorney Washington had 
known in years. 

But Aline was no longer troubled. She felt 
sure that her father and Holbrook would not 
clash disastrously for she was certain that the gal- 
lant Captain was as innocent of originating the 
false news as she was herself. 

Gordon Graham's breakfast was spoiled. His 
appetite had fled before his wrath. Aline was 
his only child, and since her mother's death, his 
only companion in the house ; so it was quite natural 
that he should guard her with even more solicitude 
than the ordinary father exercises toward his 
daughter. He had been especially displeased by 
the attentions Capt. Holbrook had showered upon 
Aline. 

Holbrook was one of that romantic band called 
" free-lances," the most carefree aggregation in 
the world, comprised of gentlemen who (when 
observed) seem to be living in idleness oS the fat 
of the land, without visible means of support. 

Gordon Graham, like all good fathers, had 
more ambitious dreams of his daughter's future 
than to see her mated to anyone of Holbrook's 
stamp, who had a way of bobbing up after inter- 
vals of a few years, supplied with funds, obtained 
in the interim in what manner the devil only knew. 
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" You haven't eaten a thing I " Aline told her 
father, reproachfully. " I won't let you go until 
you've had another muffin, at least." 

Ordinarily Graham submitted gracefully to the 
litde domestic tyrannies that Aline loved to im- 
pose upon him. But this morning he was in a 
mood for fighting rather than food. 

" No ! " he said. " I must be off. I shan't 
have any peace of mind till I've threshed out this 
thing. Things have come to a pretty pass when 
respectable newspapers like the Sun publish such 
utter falsehoods as this. They shall retract their 
statement, publicly, and I shall demand that they 
disclose the source of the story." 

Aline rose and followed her father into the 
hall, where she helped him on with his coat and 
gave him his customary parting kiss. 

" Don't be angry, Father," she said. " It's 
really a little thing, after all." 

" Angry ! " he fumed. " Of course I'm not 
angry 1 Who said I was angry ? I merely do not 
intend to submit weakly to the circulation of any 
such lies about you. It's the principle of the 
thing, Aline. Of course nobody will believe the 
story. Nobody'll be such a fool as to imagine 
you'd marry a man like Holbrook. But I simply 
decline to have any reports circulated about you 
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that are not true. Confound the impudent 
puppy ! " ^ 

It was quite evident that Gordon Graham had 
already, in his own mind, tried and convicted Hol- 
brook. And as he went down the steps and 
walked briskly away from his house, Aline had not 
the slightest doubt that her father was at that 
very moment devising some sentence to pronounce 
upon the unfortunate Captain. She smiled as she 
saw her irate parent disappearing down the Ave- 
nue. 

** Dear old pepper-box ! " she exclaimed to her- 
self. And then, as her thoughts turned to the 
object of her father's anger, she smiled again. 

It was as gentle a smile as the first ; and in her 
eyes one might have seen a tender wistfulness suc- 
ceed the look of loving amusement with which she 
had watched her father march indignantly away. 

It was true that Capt. Lawrence Holbrook had 
asked her to marry him. And it was just as true 
that the fact that she had told her suitor " No ! " 
did not in the least indicate her attitude toward 
him. In the few weeks during which she had 
known Holbrook well, she had come to the con- 
clusion that he interested her more than any other 
man she had ever come in contact with. He was 
years older than she, but still young as men are 
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judged in these days. He had traveled widely 
and had the happy knack of telling about the things 
he had seen in an interesting way. His Celtic 
blood (he had just the suspicion of a brogue) had 
bequeathed to him a sense of humor so delicious 
that he not only perceived the amusing phase of 
a situation, but contrived in his magnetic way to 
convey the picture vividly to his hearers. 

Compared with the men who frequented Wash- 
ington, the Captain was a distincdy refreshing 
type. Apparently he had no wires to pull — no 
favors to seek of any man. He treated every- 
body alike in the same easy, genial fashion. Per- 
haps one of the reasons why he seemed younger 
than his years was the fact that he appeared al- 
ways to enjoy life so much. And the last subject 
he seemed interested in was himself. That was 
what Aline liked best about the man. And what 
her father liked least. For, no matter how much 
a person might be thrown in the Captain's charm- 
ing society, he never came away much the wiser 
as to Holbrook's personal affairs. 

From the beginning of his latest appearance in 
the Capital, the Captain had made violent love 
to Aline Graham. She had affected not to take 
his numerous declarations seriously, allowing Hol- 
brook to suppose that she considered his attentions 
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only as a bit of blarney. To herself, at least, 
Aline was at last forced to admit that the debonair 
Irishman occupied her thoughts overmuch. Did 
she love him? It was a question that she found 
herself facing. Whether she had answered it 
to her own satisfaction it would perhaps be hard 
to tell; but it must be confessed the newspaper 
paragraph that had roused her father's wrath did 
not annoy her in the least. Nor did Aline ap- 
pear displeased when she reflected that the item 
in the Sun would unquestionably bring Holbrook 
to see her that very day. And she sat down at 
the piano and played a number of particularly gay 
selections. The world might wag its tongue as 
It chose, so far as she was concerned. She had 
caught too many girls casting envious eyes in her 
direction, when the Captain was with her, to be 
in any way chagrined by this unfounded report. 

After all, Aline Graham was one of the most 
feminine of women. Possibly that was onfe 
quality that attracted Capt. Lawrence Holbrook 
to her. 



CHAPTER II 

THE GAUGE OF BATTLE 

Capt. Holbrook, after discovering the oflFending 
announcement in the morning paper, had gone at 
once to the Sun office. He had obtained the name 
and address of the society editor, who was respon- 
sible for the item — it was a woman, he learned 
— and had made an ineffectual attempt to see the 
lady. But she was out of town. 

Back to the newspaper office the Captain went, 
where he interviewed the city editor, whom he 
questioned closely as to the manner in which the 
missing society editor was wont to obtain her news 
material. 

The city editor, being duly impressed with the 
seriousness of the error, told Holbrook what he 
could of the young woman's methods, even going 
to the length of producing a note-book from her 
desk, the last entries in which he examined care- 
fully. 

As the city editor turned a leaf of the memo- 
randum-book he exclaimed suddenly — 

19 
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" Ah! here we have itl " And he read to the 
Captain a condensed version of the item that had 
offended him. 

" There doesn't appear to be any clew here as 
to where this story came from, Capt. Holbrook," 
the newspaper man said. " But wait I " he 
added, in the next breath — " here's something 
just above that may have some connection with 
the affair, * Call J. Flagg!'" he read. He 
shook his head doubtfully. " Can't say that 
that's the source. Captain. Miss Cartwright will 
be back in a couple of days. Wait till she re- 
turns and we'll get at the bottom of the thing." 

" Thanks ! " the Captain said, " but I've got 
my mind on the matter now. And who may this 
J. Flaggbe?" 

The city editor appeared a bit uncomfortable 
at this question. He perceived that in his zeal 
to placate the Indignant Captain he had been 
guilty of an indiscretion. 

" Flagg's a lawyer who lives here in Washing- 
ton," he said, in as casual a manner as he could 
manage. *' He sends us news now and then. 
But of course you wouldn't think of going to him 
about this matter, until you'd seen Miss Cart- 
wright." 

" I've plenty of time on my hands to-day, 
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Holbrook replied, " and somehow the whim 
seizes me to make Mr. Flagg's acquaintance. I 
believe I'll drop in on him, without mentionin' 
what suggested the move to me." 

Despite the objections of the journalist, Hol- 
brook left the Sun office without altering his in- 
tention. His next step was to visit a lawyer 
friend of his, from whom he obtained a descrip- 
tion of Mr. Judson Flagg that only made him all 
the more determined to meet that gentleman. 

Mr. Judson Flagg was seated at his desk. He 
was a man of about fifty years of age, slightly 
below the medium height. Smooth shaven (ex- 
cept for a carefully trained mustache), gray- 
haired, and painstakingly dressed, his was a figure 
that radiated prosperity. Although Mr. Flagg 
was ostensibly a lawyer, a discerning person, 
however, might have put to himself the query: 
How did he come by his money? For he was not 
exactly the sort to inspire confidence, being the 
possessor of a pair of piercing black eyes, set 
somewhat closely together in a narrow face. The 
general eflFect of his countenance, it must be con- 
fessed, was distinctly hawk-like. 

Flagg's surroundings, no less than his dress (he 
was attired in a velvet house-coat) , bespoke a con- 
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siderable degree of affluence. The library where 
he now sat, which he used as an office, was even 
elegantly fitted out, being well supplied with 
heavy mahogany furniture, and a number of ex- 
cellent pictures. One particularly good canvas — 
a large portrait of a woman — hung just over 
the door that led into the hall. The Oriental rugs 
upon the floor, and the tapestries upon the walls, 
together with various rare pieces of bric-a-brac 
and small statuary, all suggested that Mr. Judson 
Flagg was one of those fortunate individuals in 
whom cultivated tastes are happily combined with 
the means of gratifying them. 

In this pleasant setting, Judson Flagg loved to 
devote himself to his work. His law practice, if 
the truth were told, consisted chiefly of divorce 
cases which required a certain amount of manu- 
factured evidence to insure their success. At that 
sort of thing Flagg was an adept, being blessed — 
or cursed, if you will — by a lively imagination. 
And having developed — curiously enough, along 
with a stupendous natural daring — a faculty of 
caution that was little less than marvelous, he had 
always contrived to steer clear of any charge of 
conspiracy. 

Cases of the sort that he handled yielded fat 
fees, which Mr. Flagg loved. They brought 
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him necessarily into contact with people of afflu- 
ence, too — for the poor cannot afford divorces — 
and Mr. Flagg had a liking for the society of 
well-groomed people. Sometimes, as it hap- 
pened, Mr. Flagg's relations reached a quite com- 
panionable, not to say an intimate, stage with his 
clients — those of the gentler sex — and he al- 
ways found that pleasant, too. 

There was another phase of the man's activities 
that he found diverting as well as lucrative. It 
was not in the nature of law practice, exactly, for 
it could scarcely be said to involve any great 
knowledge of the statutes. Perhaps a generous 
way of putting the case would be to say that Mr. 
Flagg, who was a man of considerable humor, had 
a way of playing practical jokes on people — 
pleasantries that entailed a loss of money from 
their pockets, and a consequent gain to Mr. 
Flagg's own. And the greater the sum thereby 
transferred, the more Mr. Flagg enjoyed his little 
joke. 

He had a clever way, in short, of unearthing 
various bits of news, sometimes contained in the 
record of a marriage, or of a birth, or often 
only a letter, the publication of which might cause 
a great deal of embarrassment to somebody or 
other. And when he stumbled upon such evi- 
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dence Judson Flagg never rested until he had satis- 
fied his love of fun by making that man or woman 
pay well for the suppression of the interesting 
news. 

A less polished person than Mr. Flagg, indul- 
ging in such unconventional practices, could hardly 
escape being termed a blackmailer. But Judson 
Flagg was to be considered more in the light of a 
latter-day buccaneer, a sort of sublimated pirate, 
who, if he had lived three centuries earlier, would 
have taken his place alongside such worthies as 
Henry Morgan, and others of his ilk, like Mark 
Twain's illustrious ancestor, who " did great serv- 
ice in hurrying up merchantmen." 

As Flagg sat at his desk, busily engaged in con- 
cocting one of his inimitable divorce actions, he 
was disturbed by the sound of his door-bell. A 
moment later, his nephew and assistant, Tommy 
Gilbert, came into the library. He was a some- 
what sickly looking boy of eighteen, who wore 
spectacles with large, round lenses, which gave 
his eyes a bulging appearance. In his capacity 
of clerk to his uncle. Tommy was a model of dili- 
gence. He paused, not wishing to disturb his 
Uncle Judson. 

*'Well?" Flagg inquired, shortly, without 
looking up from his papers. 
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" Someone to see you, Uncle ! *' the boy said, 
laying a card upon the desk — 



Cajlt. Kakcemt Polbrook 



Flagg looked down at the bit of paste-board, 
and not recognizing the name, frowned slightly, 
as if perplexed. 

" I don't know him I " he remarked. " What 
did he say, Tommy? " 

" Only that he wanted to see you, Uncle Jud! " 
Tommy explained. 

" Bring me the Army Register, ^^ Flagg ordered, 
as he ran his thumb-nail speculatively across the 
name. The card was engraved, and looked, in 
every way, that of a gentleman. He took the fat 
paper-covered volume that Tommy handed to him 
and consulted it. 

" Not here ! " he said. " Now, Who's Who I '' 
And his nephew brought a red book from one of 
the cases that lined the walls. 

" Nor here, either! " Flagg observed after clos- 
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ing the second volume with a snap. " The name 
seems familiar, too! Let me see! • . . Ah I I 
have it, I think! Is this morning's Sun still about 
the house somewhere? " 

" rU see. Uncle Jud! " And Tommy left the 
room, to return shortly with a newspaper in his 
hand. 

Flagg opened the paper and scanned it quickly. 
He chuckled, then, as he found the item that he 
sought. It was the announcement of Aline 
Graham's reported engagement. 

" I thought so I " he murmured. " I won- 
der what he wants? " he speculated. ** I may as 
well see him, I suppose. Show him in. Tommy ! " 
He opened a drawer of the desk, as the boy 
started for the hall, and hastily transferred to it 
some of the papers that he had been examining. 
The next moment Capt. Holbrook stepped inside 
the room. 

With a suave smile upon his face Judson Flagg 
rose to greet his caller. 

" Ahl Capt. Holbrook? " he exclaimed, half in- 
quiringly. 

" Yes," the Captain replied coldly, " and you, 
I suppose, are Mr. Judson Flagg." His manner 
was marked by extreme formality. 

" Be seated. Captain I " 
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The lawyer waved a hand toward a chair, 
but Holbrook ignored the invitation. 

" I came here," he said, advancing toward the 
desk, ** upon a certain errand. It concerns a 
malicious announcement in to-day's Sun, in which 
I gather you are interested as well as I, since I 
see a copy of the paper lying in your waste-basket, 
where you have just thrown it." 

Mr. Flagg glanced involuntarily toward the 
waste-basket. He swore at himself silently the 
next instant, for the weakness, and also for having 
been so careless. It was seldom that he left even 
so slight a trail behind him. 

Flagg was genuinely puzzled. What the devil 
could the fellow mean? he wondered. And 
how could the man have known that he had just 
been reading that paragraph about Miss Aline 
Graham, in whom Judson Flagg happened to have 
a peculiar interest? 

" Sit down, sir, and explain yourself," he said 
to Holbrook. 

The Captain's remark about the newspaper 
was, in truth, merely a random shot But the in- 
spiration came to him and he tried it, watching 
Flagg narrowly to observe the effect of his words. 
He knew they had found their mark. 

" There's no necessity for explanation, I'm 
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thinkin', Mr. Flagg," the Captain replied. " But 
confession is always good for the soul, and I dare 
say yours may be in need of some improvement." 

** I don't get you," Flagg answered coldly, as 
the Captain paused. As a matter of fact, he was 
honest for once, for he had no inkling of the real 
nature of Capt. Holbrook's errand. He had not 
been the instigator of the story that had appeared 
in the Sun, though by a curious coincidence he had 
telephoned to the Sun office on the previous day, 
asking that Miss Cartwright communicate with 
him, for he had an entirely different bit of gossip 
that he wished — for reasons of his own — to 
have published. His interest in the announce- 
ment of Miss Graham's engagement was one the 
nature of which Capt. Holbrook never dreamed. 
Had Flagg thought it possible that the Captain 
knew of a certain paper in his possession he 
would never have told his nephew to show his 
caller into his office. 

Judson Flagg experienced a decided uneasiness, 
however, at his guest's opening remarks. But he 
was too wily to admit anything. He had learned 
long since that most accusations made against him 
were three-quarters bluff. 

" I tell you, I've not the slightest idea what 
you're talking about," Flagg continued. " If 
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you'll take the trouble to tell me who you are and 
the nature of your business with me, I'll gladly 
listen to you. I need hardly intimate," he added, 
as his visitor continued to stare at him in silence, 
" that I'm a very busy man, and I'd appreciate it 
if you'd come to the point at once." 

"Very well!" the Captain said. "If you'll 
kindly pick up that newspaper I'll make my mean- 
ing sufficiently clear to you." 

" Pick it up yourself, if you want it," Flagg 
said defiantly. " I'm not interested in it." 

As Holbrook put his hand inside his coat Flagg 
fell back a step and a look of alarm came into his 
eyes. 

" Don't be startled," Capt. Hol6rook observed, 
" it's not a gun I'm feelin' for — it's only my 
pocket-book. I'd not dirty a gun on such as 
you." He drew forth a long leather pocket-boc4c, 
from which he took a newspaper clipping. " This 
is it," he said; " this is what prompted me to come 
here — not that you don't know it already ! " 
He laid the bit of paper upon the desk. " What 
have you to say, Mr. Judson Flagg?" he de- 
manded. 

Flagg had regained all his self-possession now. 
He took the clipping in his hand and read it 
leisurely. 
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" To say? " he said. " Why — congratulations 
seem to be in order." He smiled sardonically at 
Holbrook. " I should say you were doing very 
well by yourself. But you'll pardon me, I hope, 
if I don't express my opinion of the lady's taste." 

** I suppose I shall have to forego the pleasure," 
the Captain replied, " though 'tis a pity to miss 
it — for your views have a peculiar interest for 
me, since, as it happens, I've made something of 
a study of criminology." 

It was an open insult; but Judson Flagg's man- 
ner betrayed not a trace of annoyance. He 
showed his teeth in a wolfish smile as he asked : 

"In jail, or out?" 

" Both," Holbrook answered promptly. " But 
since the greatest rascals are always clever enough 
to keep out of prison, the most fascinating sub- 
jects are to be found — " he paused and looked 
about the room — "in places such as this. But 
I don't like to waste the time of so busy a man, 
Mr. Flagg. And since you choose to appear 
obtuse, I'll just ask you plainly what the devil you 
mean by circulating such a contemptible lie as 
that?" Holbrook nodded toward the scrap of 
newspaper, which Flagg had let flutter down upon 
the floor. 

Flagg shrugged his shoulders. He seated him- 
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self in his revolving chair and in the most bored 
tone he could muster, said : 

"You're barking up the wrong tree, my dear 
fellow. I know nothing whatever of this affair. 
I read the Washington Sun, it's true, as do some 
thousands of other people in this city, and I don't 
know that it's an uncommon thing for a man to 
throw his paper into his waste-basket when he's 
finished with it. Some malicious person has evi* 
dently led you astray. But I can forgive you foi 
acting upon such ill advice — all the world loves 
a lover, you know — and since this charming call 
of yours is not likely to lead us anywhere in par^ 
ticular, I would call your attention to that door." 
He pointed to the door through which the Capv 
tain had entered. " It leads to the hall, thence 
to the front-door, and is the quickest way out of 
my house." 

" And to cleaner air outside," the Captain 
added. ** But you're mistaken in one thing, Mr. 
^^Sg- This delightful chat of ours could very 
easily lead to something that would give me the 
greatest pleasure I can»think of at the moment — 
and that's the hapj)iness of giving you a damned 
good thrashin'. However," he continued, " I 
try to be a fair man. In my heart I think you're 
a lyin' dog, — but I'll give you a few hours' grace. 
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Fm leavin' now, for the purpose of telephonin* 
the lady that conducts the society page for the 
newspaper — I think I may be able to talk to her 
by long-distance. I'll come back later, whether 
I reach her or not, for you may recollect some- 
thing in the meantime that you'd like to tell me." 

As Judson Flagg heard the street-door slam 
behind his departing caller he laughed heartily. 

** Tommy ! Tommy I " he called, and as his 
nephew came quickly into the room Flagg said to 
him: " Tommy, I'm not at home the next time 
Capt. Lawrence Holbrook calls." 

He smiled as if hugely pleased by the scene that 
had just ended. And he laughed aloud once 
more, before returning to his interrupted work, 
when he thought of a certain letter bearing Aline 
Graham's signature, which at that very moment 
was securely locked within his safe. He would 
have liked to see Capt. Lawrence Holbrook's face 
if the fellow could only read it. But he knew he 
should never know that pleasure. After all, what 
was a mere transitory joy like that compared to 
a thousand good dollars? That was the value 
Judson Flagg had set upon the document. And 
he knew who would pay the price. 



CHAPTER III 

THE WAYS OF WOMANKIND 

Aline was kept busy all that morning, by the flood 
of messages that poured in upon her. After 
taking one telephone call she could hardly get out 
of the library before someone else wanted her. 
It seemed to her as if everybody in Washington 
had seen that announcement. 

"Well, I hope that's the last! '' she told her- 
self, as she hung up the receiver after a particu- 
larly long conversation. And this time she did 
indeed succeed in reaching the top of the stairs 
before the bell rang again. 

" I'll not go down again, Hattie ! " she called 
to the negro maid who at that moment entered 
the hall below, — " unless it's Capt Holbrook 
calling." But it was not he. 

After lunch she went out for a walk, with her 
two Airedales, Peter and Punch, and stopped 
in at her friend Marian Gifford's for tea. 

It was five o'clock when she returned home, 
and strange to say the Captain had not yet put 
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in his appearance. Aline wished that he had 
come earlier, for she could hear her father now as 
he came in. She preferred not to have the two 
meet until her father's anger had somewhat sub- 
sided. 

Aline had gone upstairs into her own room 
when the telephone bell rang once more. The 
maid, Hattie, answered the call. 

"Hello! Hello! Yes, suh — this is Mistah 
Graham's. Mistah who? Oh, yes, suh! Wait 
a minnit ! " 

She put down the receiver upon the library- 
table and started toward the door, when Gordon 
Graham called to her from the hall. 

" Is it for me, Hattie? " he asked. 

" Yes, suh, Mistah Graham ! " the maid an- 
swered. 

Graham stepped into the library, taking off his 
topcoat in the meantime. 

" Who is it? " he inquired. 

" It's Mistah Dempster — Chief Dempster ! " 
Hattie explained, taking her master's coat, hat 
and gloves. 

" Is Miss Aline at home ? " Graham asked her, 
as he crossed the room to the telephone. 

"Yes, suh! "Hattie replied. 

It was characteristic of Aline's father that he 
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always wanted to know her whereabouts. It was 
invariably his first question upon entering the 
house. 

Graham picked up the instrument. 

'' Hello, Bob ! " he said. " Yes . . ." There 
was a pause. 

" Oh, yes, indeed — I'd be very glad to talk to 
Father Shannon over the gambling situation . . . 
When? . . . Any time, Bob. . . . Yes, this 
evening. But why don't you and Father come 
over to dinner and we can talk it over leisurely? " 

*' Don't want to inconvenience you — you may 
have something else^^lanned," the Chief said. 

** Oh, not at all 1 " Graham protested. " Come 
early, and we can talk things over before din- 
ner. ... At once, if you wish." 

Then Graham appeared to hear something not 
at all to his liking. He reddened and there was 
an unmistakable rasp of exasperation in his voice 
as he said: 

" No, no. Bob! Congratulations are not in or- 
der! No truth in it whatever! I'd horsewhip 
the man that's responsible for It if I could locate 
him. . . . Yes, yes! get a line on it if you can. 
I've taken it up with the paper myself. . . . 
All right. Bob — come on over ! " 

Xhen Graham held down the telephone-hook 
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for a moment, and after a brief interval asked 
the " Central " for another number. It was 
" Main 742," — the telephone number of the 
fVashington Sun. 

" Hello 1 " he called. ** I want your night city 
editor — " There was a pause, and then Graham 
continued. " Hello, Mr. Editor — this is Gor- 
don Graham. . . . Yes, District Attorney — 
called up your office to-day regarding announce- 
ment you published this morning to the effect that 
my daughter is to marry a certain Capt Hol- 
brook. I was told day editor would run the 
story down and that Fd get a report on it from 
you." 

** Isn't the story true, Mr. Graham? " 

"No, sirl No, sirl" Graham exploded. 
" Ridiculous I You newspaper gentlemen — " 

But the night city editor interrupted. He was 
no weakling, to be browbeaten over the telephone. 
He forced Graham to listen to him. 

As Graham sat at the library-table, holding the 
receiver to his ear, Aline came down the stairs. 
She had heard the sound of intermittent talking in 
the library. 

" Is that Father? " she asked Hattie. 
Yes, Miss Aline," the maid replied. 
That's exactly what I want," Graham was 



cc 



THE WAYS OF WOMANKIND 37 

saying, " same prominence for the correction as 
you gave the announcement 1 " He listened ex- 
pectantly. " It will appear in the morning? . . . 
Thank you ! " And Graham hung up the receiver 
with a smile of satisfaction. He had won one 
point in his case, at least. As for the other — the 
discovery of the identity of the miscreant who 
started the story — he still had hopes of suc- 
cess. 

Meanwhile Aline had entered the library. 

" Was there any mail for me on the last de- 
livery? " she inquired of the maid. 

" Yessum — it's in there — an' Capt. Hol- 
brook — " Hattie paused a moment as she 
lighted the lamp — " Capt. Holbrook 'phoned you 
two or three times and these flowers — " 

" Bring me a vase and some water," Aline in- 
terrupted, taking the box that Hattie picked up. 

** Yessum ! " the maid answered. 

" Ah, Daddy ! " Aline exclaimed, as Gordon 
Graham turned away from the telephone. 

" Hello, dear! Flowers! Who sent them? " 
he asked. 

Aline examined the roses, and looked inside the 
box. 

" There isn't any card," she said. 

" Oh 1 " he answered, absent-mindedly. 
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" You're home early to-day," Aline obserred. 
Her father nodded, and she put her arm about his 
neck and kissed him. 

He patted her cheek. 

" Everything all right? " he asked. 

" Oh, yes — with me — " she said, *' but what's 
your frown about? " 

** Oh — that announcement! " he exclaimed. 

" That isn't worth a second thought," Aline 
said, as she sat down at the desk and looked 
through the pile of letters that Hattie had placed 
there. 

" I'm mad clear through about it ! " Graham 
confessed. 

" Ah, you mustn't be! " she said cutting open 
one of the letters that she had selected from the 
pile. 

But Graham could not regard the affair lightly. 

" Half a dozen men tried to congratulate me 
to-day — " he began hotly. 

" I know," she told him, in her most soothing 
voice. " I've had notes and 'phones to-day my- 
self. Here's one now from Marcia Randolph." 

" Congratulations — Aline — I think your Cap- 
tain's charming." Aline read the note with a 
smile. Her father, on the contrary, gave a quick 
exclamation of impatience. 
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"An engagement to Holbrook isn't cause for 
congratulations 1 " he cried. 

Aline seemed hurt by his remark. 

** I don't think I quite understand you, Father 1 " 
she said. 

Gordon Graham was the last person in the 
world to wound his daughter. To give him full 
credit, he did not suspect the real status of Capt. 
Holbrook with Aline. He only knew that he ob- 
jected most decidedly even to the groundless re- 
port that Holbrook was to become his son-in-law. 
Had be believed for a moment that there was the 
slightest danger of such a contingency he would 
have displayed much less calmness than he did as 
he continued: 

*' The publication of such a story is nothing 
less than slander — at least until something more 
definite is known about Capt. Holbrook — about 
his past." 

Aline turned away impatiently. For once her 
father's stubbornness irritated her more than she 
cared to acknowledge to him. 

** His past doesn't interest me any more, 
Father, than my past interests him," she remarked, 
after a moment. " But we are making a mole- 
hill into a mountain. A correction in to-morrow's 
paper will end it." 
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" Will It? '' The District Attorney had the air 
of cross-examining his own daughter. 

"Why not?" Aline rejoined, arranging her 
flowers in the vase that Hattie brought for the 
purpose. 

There was a pause, while Graham regarded her 
thoughtfully. 

" Don't you think you see too much of Hol- 
brook? " he asked, at length. 

Aline looked up in surprise. 

" Too much? " she exclaimed. 

" You've known him two months — " her father 
began. 

** Oh, no — we met two years ago," she cor- 
rected him. It was true that Aline and Capt. 
Holbrook had become acquainted during Hol- 
brook's last previous visit to Washington. But 
it was on the eve of Holbrook's departure for 
foreign shores and their acquaintance then had 
been too brief to ripen into the intimacy at which 
they had now arrived. 

" Two years — but that wasn't to know him,'* 
Gordon Graham said. 

" Perhaps not — but — " 

" What? " he asked impatiently, as Aline hesi- 
tated. He was not accustomed to having his 
opinions questioned in that fashion. 
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" First impressions are important. Besides, in 
these two months I think I do know him," Aline 
retorted with some heat. 

" What do you know of him? " he demanded. 

" He's interesting," she began. 

" That's what I feared, Aline 1 " her father ex- 
claimed. He reproached himself for not having 
nipped the attentions of the Captain in the bud. 

Aline laughed at her father's seriousness. 
Why should they quarrel about Capt. Lawrence 
Holbrook ? 

" But * interesting ' simply means * interesting,' 
Daddy," she explained. " He is interesting, un- 
usual, a traveler, a world-man, a real man — why, 
I don't see how anyone can fail to like him — he's 
so genial and frank — " 

"Frank about everything except himself 1" 
Graham interrupted ironically. " Who is he ? 
Where does he come from?" he demanded. 

" I never thought it necessary to ask," she re- 
joined. ** You introduced me to him." Aline 
was not the sort of girl to be browbeaten. When 
occasion demanded she was quite able to look out 
for herself in the conversational give and take 
that a difference of opinion with her father gen- 
erally involved. 

" A merely formal introduction ! " Graham pro- 
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tested somewhat lamely. " It could hardly have 
been avoided." 

Quick to take advantage of her father's momen- 
tary discomfiture, Aline returned to the reading 
of Marcia Randolph's note. 

But her father would not be diverted from the 
subject of Capt. Holbrook. 

'* Somehow, I've taken an instinctive dislike to 
the fellow," he remarked. 

" Dislike? Why? " Aline asked. 

" Perhaps ' dislike ' isn't the word — but I feel 
more comfortable away from him," her father re- 
plied. 

" Ah 1 but don't worry — don't feel uncom- 
fortable! I'm not going to marry Capt. Hol- 
brook — if that is what you are thinking," she said 
suddenly. 

Graham turned to her in surprise. 

" You mean that, dear? " he asked. 

"Yes — I mean it — of course 1" Aline re- 
assured him. 

" I'm very glad," her father said in fervent 
tones. A world of relief showed in his face as he 
looked at her gratefully. Until his eye had 
chanced upon that annoying paragraph in the pa- 
per it had never occurred to him that there could 
be anything serious in Holbrook's attentions to 
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Aline. But as he talked with her he had been un- 
able to shake off a growing suspicion that, after all, 
the Sun's report might have some basis of fact. 

"Has — has he suggested marriage?" he 
asked at length — somewhat lamely, if the truth 
be told, for he did not exactly relish the thought 
that he was prying. 

" Yes 1 '* Aline replied. And after a mo- 
ment — " I told him * no ' — definitely, finally — 
for the same reason that I have refused other 
men." 

It struck Graham that there was a touch of sad- 
ness in her answer. 

" What reason? " he inquired, more gently. 
" I shall never marry — anyone. You know 
that." 

He laughed at the seeming absurdity of her 
statement. 

" A wonderful girl like you — not marry? " 
Aline shook her head. 

" Don't laugh, Father I It's not a pose, it's a 
decision — final . . •" she said. 

He looked at her curiously. There were times 
when he did not entirely understand Aline, just 
as there had been occasions when he had failed 
to understand her mother. But he knew enough 
of the feminine mind to realize that he must not 
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expect always to fathom its workings. The fe- 
male intellect, he had long since discovered, did 
not always operate with the same logical direct- 
ness that characterized the mentality, for instance, 
of one trained, like himself, in the legal code. 

" You'll marry some day — when the right man 
comes along; but I hope it won't be a free-lance — 
one of your * world-men ' like our new friend," he 
said. 

Aline made no rejoinder. She returned to the 
table and her task of reading her letters. So 
far as she was concerned, the discussion was ended. 
There was a pause, during which her father's man- 
ner brightened appreciably. A gleam of satisfac- 
tion replaced the anxious look he had worn ; for he 
was, in truth, greatly relieved. 

" I forgot to say, dear," he said, after a few 
minutes, " that I've just invited Chief Dempster 
and Father Shannon over to dinner." 

"I'm gladl" Aline replied. "I've never 
liked a Protestant clerg5rman as much as I do 
Father Shannon." 

" What is it, Hattie? " she asked, then, as the 
maid appeared in the doorway. 

" Capt. Holbrook, Miss Aline — " Hattie an- 
swered. 

" Ask him in here, Hattie," Aline said, " and 
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Hattic — there'll be two gentlemen to dinner. 
Tell Sadie 1 " 

" Yes, Missy," Hattie answered. 

" I was hoping you were not at home," Graham 
said, when the maid had vanished. He had heard 
with disappointment Aline's instructions to Hattie 
to bring Holbrook into the library. 

" He's entitled to a chance to express himself 
about that newspaper blunder. It may be as awk- 
ward for him as for us," Aline observed. 

Her father permitted himself a short and sar- 
castic laugh. 

** Unless he contrived it himself! " he retorted. 

"Oh, Daddy! I'm ashamed of you," Aline 
reproached him. She could say no more, be- 
cause at that moment the Captain himself crossed 
the threshold. 
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CHAPTER IV 
aline's obstinacy . 

Capt. Holbrook paused, as he saw that the room 
was already occupied. 

Aline rose to meet him, holding out her hand. 

** Ah 1 Miss Graham I " Holbrook exclaimed, 
and there was no lack of pleasure in his voice. 

" Come in. Captain 1 " Aline said. 

He took her hand eagerly, and beamed upon her 
as he looked down into her smiling eyes. 

" I'm glad you're at home! " he told her. ** I 
couldn't get you on the 'phone, somehow. How 
do you do, Mr. Graham? " he added, addressing 
Aline's father pleasantly enough. 

" Good evening 1 " Graham's tone was point- 
edly formal. There was no mistaking the tem- 
perature of his welcome. 

" Ohl " Captain Holbrook said quickly. And 
then, after a slight pause — " I see you feel the 
same way about it," he observed, with what 
seemed to Graham a somewhat flippant manner. 

" You refer to the newspaper squib — " Gor- 
don Graham began stiffly. 

46 
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" Yes, sirl " Capt. Holbrook replied. 

" rd cowhide its author — if I knew him ! '* 
Graham exclaimed fiercely. His attitude toward 
Holbrook was decidedly belligerent. 

For himself, the Captain chose to ignore the 
hostility that Graham plainly cherished toward 
him. He turned to Aline, however, with real 
solicitude, for he knew instinctively that her father 
must have given her a more or less disagreeable 
day. 

" You can't imagine," he said, " you can't im- 
agine how much I regret it on your account." 

Aline looked at him gratefully. She realized 
at once that he was trying to make matters as com- 
fortable as possible for her. 

" Oh 1 it was a bit annoying, Captain — " she re- 
plied. "But—" 

" It's a shame I " he cried hotly. " A shame I 
I've spent the day trying to locate the author ©f it. 
But you know," he added with a shrug and a 
smile, " it's harder to run down a rumor than it 
is to dodge a creditor." 

But the Captain's effort at pleasantry was ut- 
terly lost on Gordon Graham. He still regarded 
Holbrook suspiciously as he asked : 

" Didn't the wording of the article suggest pur- 
pose rather than rumor ? " 
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" It did, sir," the Captain agreed. 

** And your investigation, of course, gave no 
inkling as to who might be responsible for it? '* 
Graham persisted. The wording of the question, 
no less the sneer that accompanied it, conveyed de- 
cidedly more than a hint of the insinuation that 
lurked in Graham's thought 

Capt. Holbrook looked him straight in the 
eye, but he did not allow his self-possession to be- 
come in the least ruffled by Graham's covert in- 
sult. He would not permit himself to forget 
that it was Aline's father who faced him. 

** If it had — " he replied, " if my search had 
yielded any information as to the guilty man — 
instead of being here regretting his mischief — on 
your account purely — " he explained to Aline 
parenthetically, " I'd have him on his knees to 
you, asking pardon." 

Aline did not doubt the Captain^s sincerity. 
She guessed that there was enough wild Irish 
blood in his veins (his slight brogue was just a 
shade more pronounced as he made his declara- 
tion) to make him do exactly as he said. She was 
thankful to be spared any such trying scene. 

Graham sniffed at what he considered the Cap- 
tain's heroics. 

" It merits a horsewhip ! " he said bluntly. 
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" Don't worry, sir ! " Holbrook exclaimed. 
His fingers tightened instinctively, and a fierce an- 
ticipatory joy shone in his eyes. 

" It's trifling. Captain. Dismiss it from 
your mind ! " Aline urged. She had no desire to 
prolong the unpleasant topic. It was uncom- 
fortable, to say the least, to skate upon such thin 
conversational ice. There was no knowing when 
her father might crash through most disastrously. 
It was a miracle, she knew, that he had not already 
plunged them into an extremely diflicult situa- 
tion. 

" It's an outrage," the Captain rejoined, " that 
you should be put in such a position. And very 
disagreeable — no doubt — for a public man like 
Mr. Graham to be subjected to such annoyance." 

Graham smiled sceptically. 

"And you, Captain?" he inquired. 

" Me? " Holbrook inquired, with all innocence. 

" Hasn't it embarrassed you? " Graham asked 
severely. 

" Personally, not at all ! " Capt. Holbrook de- 
clared. " It only broke my heart to tell people 
it wasn't true." 

Aline laughed; but her father only looked at 
Holbrook sourly. 

" The editor has promised to ^ve equal promi- 
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nence to-morrow to a correction of the report," 
he remarked, after a moment. 

"That'll be sad reading to me," the Captain 
said dolefully; but there was a twinkle In his eye 
as he glanced wickedly at Aline. 

Gordon Graham felt his animosity toward Hol- 
brook only increasing. And yet he was fair- 
minded enough to admit to himself that there was 
no tangible evidence that the fellow had been di- 
rectly responsible for the appearance of the an- 
noying announcement. Indirectly, it might be 
said that he was culpable — for his attendance 
upon Aline had been, to Graham's mind, over- 
assiduous. But that was something that Aline's 
father could scarcely mention to Holbrook. 
" Confounded impudence 1 " was the way he 
characterized (to himself) the Captain's last re- 
mark. He felt that he should explode if he were 
forced to listen to any more speeches of that sort. 

"You'll excuse me?" he said to Holbrook, 
starting for the door. 

Capt. Holbrook bowed and smiled. There 
was no doubt of his willingness to dispense with 
Graham's society. His acquiescence was most 
cheerful. 

" I got your flowers. Captain ! '* Aline said, 
after her father had gone. 
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" You knew them ? " he asked eagerly. 

Aline nodded. 

" I knew the writing," she explained. 

" Did you ever notice, Miss Graham," Hol- 
brook said abruptly, " how often fathers with 
marriageable daughters lose their sense of hu- 
mor?" 

They both laughed as their eyes met. 

"Had you noticed it often?" Aline could not 
resist teasing him. 

But the quick-witted Captain was not so easily 
cornered. 

" Yes — often observed it," he continued, 
sitting down upon an arm of a chair. ** But this 
is the first time it's been a personal experience," he 
said, meaningly. 

Aline was amused by his agility in avoiding a 
trap. 

" I see 1 " she observed. 

Capt. Holbrook's manner waxed rapidly con- 
fidential. He glanced around toward the door 
through which Gordon Graham had disap- 
peared. 

** He isn't very enthusiastic over me as a son- 
in-law, is he ? " He put the question without the 
slightest trace of embarrassment. That was one 
of th^ refreshing traits of the Captain's — his de- 
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llcious naiVctc. His ingenuous remarks made him 
seem particularly boyish at times. 

" Well, to tell you the truth, Captain — he isn't 
exuberant over it," Aline admitted. She felt just 
a little uncomfortable to be discussing her father 
in that fashion. Dearly as she loved him,, she 
realized his faults as well as anyone. But admit- 
ting them to herself was one thing; and acknowl- 
edging them to someone else an entirely different 
matter. It seemed to her that there was some- 
thing disloyal in talking intimately to anyone 
about her father's peculiarities. It surprised her 
to find that she could do it at all. But there was 
some bond between her and Holbrook that per- 
mitted it — some intangible tie that brought their 
minds into a closer mutual understanding than she 
had ever before experienced. 

'* Fortunately it doesn't matter how he feels," 
the Captain continued. ** A father's only a fifth 
wheel in a matrimonial question. Since the item 
has appeared, wouldn't we get even with the lady 
who wrote it if we took her suggestion?" He 
rose. 

Aline looked up at him quickly. 

"Why do you think a lady wrote it?" she 
asked. 

" No man would do it," he explained, with a 
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shake of the head. He crossed the room and 
stood in front of the fireplace, from which vantage 
ground he gazed at Aline reflectively. " He'd be 
too jealous of me," he added, after a pause. 

" Ah, Captain 1 You make even your troubles 
flatter me," she protested lightly. But she 
thrilled, in spite of herself, under Holbrook's 
running fire of gallantry. Coming from most 
men she would have found such speeches dis- 
tasteful — or, to say the least, merely amusing. 
But neatly as the Captain turned his compliments, 
she could not help feeling that they were sin- 
cere. 

" Troubles? " he repeated. " Because some 
mind-reader knows I love you? When I saw 
that in the paper — " He stopped and shook his 
head as if quite overcome by the recollection. 

** Were you angry? " Aline asked him. 

"Angry!" he exclaimed in amazement. 
** Thrills in every pore of my body — there's no 
fool like a man in love — and just for a flash 
I thought you'd changed your mind and taken 
that way to tell me." He fairly beamed upon her 
from across the room. 

**What undeceived you?" It pleased her to 
speculate as to his answers. They were invariably 
unexpected. 
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The Captain stroked his cheek, as he contcn 
plated her in the most innocent fashion imag 
nable. 

** I had to shave myself," he said, enigmaticallj 

" To shave? " His answer was beyond Aline' 
comprehension. 

He nodded. 

** A man can't do that without a looking-glass,' 
he observed. 

Aline laughed merrily. 

" Did any woman ever tell you she didn't like 
your face?" she inquired. 

Capt. Holbrook only shook his head. 

** I always change the subject," he said. He 
crossed to the sofa and sat down beside her. 

" What did you do when you saw the item? " 
he inquired. 

Aline was the least bit embarrassed by the 
Captain's sudden change of front. 

"I — I changed the subject," she managed to 
say. 

" 'Tis best — with an ugly question," he 
agreed, abjectly. 

" I hadn't called It that," she remonstrated. 

He brightened at once, though his had been only 
a mock seriousness. 

" Thank you ! " he said. " You know I took 
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heart of grace when I saw you were wearing your 
emerald." 

"This?" Aline touched the pendant at her 
throat. 

He nodded. 

" I wear It half the time," she told him. 

" I thought it a compliment to me," he said 
mournfully. 

" I shall think of it that way after this," she 
reassured him. In spite of herself, she could not 
help humoring him. The words came tumbling 
out before she thought. 

" It was your mother's, you told me? " he said 
gently, and he lifted the jewel that he might sec 
it better." 

" Yes." 

" A handsome brooch I " was the Captain's 
comment, as he reluctantly drew his hand away. 

" Father gave it to her when I was bom," 
Aline explained. The emerald was her most 
valued possession. 

"Then it's prophetic!" he cried, in a sudden 
ebullition of spirits. " An emerald ! You were 
born " — he rose triumphantly — " to marry an 
Irishman! Tell me — " he demanded, "what 
perfume is that you're wearing? " 

She looked up at him with shining eyes. But 
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she kept a tight rein upon her tongue. It was so 
easy to be swept along at breakneck speed, under 
the stimulation of Holbrook's buoyant enthusiasm. 

" It's vile, isn't it? " she asked. 

He threw up a hand, protestingly. 

" It haunts me like a dream of summer. What 
IS it? " he asked her, taking her handkerchief. 

" It is named * Chypre,' " Aline said. 

As he heard the name the Captain's face lighted 
with pleasure. 

" To be sure I Chypre I I loafed away a fort- 
night there," he cried. 

" Where is Chypre ? " she asked. 

** A goddess like you should know that." 

" What is it? " she asked again. 

" Mount Olympus Is there. Chypre is the 
French name for the Island of Cyprus. The girls 
of Cyprus have that same perfume," he told her, 
handing her handkerchief back to her. 

"You like it, Captain?" Aline inquired. 

" I adore it," he answered fervently. 

" Father doesn't. He says it saturates the 
house," she remarked. 

" Your father I " Holbrook shook his head 
dubiously at the mention of Gordon Graham. It 
was only too evident that, for him, Aline's father 
did not constitute an agreeable topic of conversa- 



ALINE'S OBSTINACY 57 

tion. " There was something ambiguous in your 
father's wish to cowhide the author of our fictitious 
engagement," he ventured. 

*' Did you think so? " Aline appeared surprised 
at his i'emark. 

" Yes," he replied, shortly. 

She laughed. 

" I thought it painfully direct," she returned. 

But the Captain for once was not ready with 
one of his customary pleasantries. He was quite 
serious as he said thoughtfully : 

" I came here to ask a favor of your father." 

" A favor? " She hardly, trusted her ears. 

" Oh ! some papers I " he continued. " I wanted 
to leave them in his care." 

" Valuable papers? " 

Capt. Holbrook drew a long envelope from his 
pocket and turned it over reflectively. 

" I don't know," he answered slowly, as if In 
doubt. " A dying man gave them to me to bring 
to his family. I may be ordered out of the coun- 
try myself, and I thought your father — because 
of his official position — would be a good man to 
keep them." He looked at her questloningly. 

" I'm sure he'd be glad to help you," Aline 
began. 

But the Captain shook his head. 
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" I'll not ask him now," he replied. " He's a 
bit too — too formal," he finished, generously, 

" Father knows you. Captain, only as you let 
him know you, and you've told him very little," 
she ventured. It seemed a pity to her, that two 
such fine men — different as they were tempera- 
mentally — should be at odds. Was It wholly 
her father's fault? she wondered. She wished 
from the bottom of her heart that the Captain 
and her father might find some common and 
mutually agreeable ground to meet upon. But 
they seemed exact opposites In everything — tem- 
per, tastes, training. The task of bringing them 
together seemed hopeless. Holbrook, she was 
sure, was willing enough ; but he always contrived 
— Innocently enough, to be sure — to say some- 
thing that aroused her father's animosity. 

Capt. Holbrook was not displeased at the girl's 
words. Secretly, he was pleased that she should 
want her father to know something of him. 

" The modesty was assumed, I assure you. So, 
forgive me, please," he said, with his character- 
istic banter. 

*' I never held your modesty against you," she 
countered. 

" Perhaps you saw through It," he replied, 
amused at the thrust. 
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Perhaps ..." 

" Well ! " he said, rising again from his seat 
beside her, " I thank you from the bottom of my 
heart for the suggestion." 

" Suggestion ? " She did not grasp his mean- 
ing. 

He nodded. 

" IVe made no suggestion. Captain," she af- 
firmed. 

He looked at her quizzically. 

" Haven't you just told me to tell your father 
more of myself? " he asked. 

" Not a word that could be so construed," she 
declared firmly. 

"A word?" 

" Not one I " she repeated. 

" Why, what have words to do between you 
and me? " He was serious enough now. *' Are 
you going to bankrupt these happy hours we've 
talked together with not a syllable from either of 
us ? Look at me ! " he demanded, as though it 
were incumbent upon her to obey him. Under 
the fervor of his impassioned words Aline had 
avoided his eyes, with the instinct of the pursued 
maiden. But now, at his command, she raised her 
face to his. 

" Wasn't the thought in your mind that I should 
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have told your father more of myself?" he de- 
manded. 

" Well — " she hesitated about admitting the 
Captain's allegation. 

" Just a nodi " he urged, and then, as none was 
forthcoming — " or nothing if you like, so long 
as you look straight in my heart with your lips 
half open like that." 

" Ohl I wish we both knew more of you I " 
she cried suddenly. There were times when she 
too had her misgivings, as well as her father. For 
occasionally the fear came over her that, after all, 
she might be mistaken in Holbrook. It was so 
easy for a man to be all things to all people ! Her 
father had had much more experience of the world 
than she. Might not his unfavorable premoni- 
tions in regard to Holbrook be based upon some 
instinctive and yet unconscious recognition of the 
devil's trademark ? What did it mean for a man 
to be traveled, and experienced; to be self-pos- 
sessed under all circumstances; to be an adept at 
love-making; and withal, to be well set up and 
handsome and magnetic? Could not a man be all 
of those things, and still be far from the sort to 
trust with one's future ? 

Aline was never so wretched as when thoughts 
like these came crowd'ng upon her. And yet as 
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she now looked Into the Captain's clear blue eyes 
— eloquent witnesses of clean living — she felt 
an overwhelming sense of guilt that she could not, 
always, entirely trust him. 

" m tell him to-day,'' Holbrook promised. 

"And not me?" she asked, with pleading in 
her eyes. 

He shook his head. 

" I'd brag if you listened. When a man's 
thirty-eight and looks fifty and a girl loves him — 
and he be^ns to talk of his past — it ... it 
makes an awful liar of him." 

But she would not allow herself to be surprised 
by his audacity. 

" Of what girl are you speaking ? " she inquired 
calmly. 

** Yourself!" the irrepressible Captain de- 
clared, crossing once more to the sofa where she 
sat, and looking down upon her tenderly. 

** You think I love you ? " she asked him. 

" Yes I " he answered, and there was conviction 
in his voice. 

"What makes you think that?" She won- 
dered what unexpected reason he would give. 

He sat down beside her before he answered. 

" You looked so sorry for me," he said, " both 
times — you refused me ! " There was no doubt 
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that Capt. Holbrook was a very difficult person to 
discourage. In fact, he was the most cheerfully 
persistent lover Aline had ever encountered. 

'* Please believe me — my decision was irre- 
vocable," she said. 

" Irrevocable of course I But we'll revoke it I " 
he announced. 

Aline was just a bit alarmed at the determina- 
tion he displayed. 

" Please believe me," she repeated. 

"I do believe you. And now believe me: 
You're the first woman I ever wanted to marry. 
You've been an angel this afternoon. You've 
shown me one difficulty I can remove." He rose 
and stepped to the door. 

" May I speak to your maid? " he asked, as he 
crossed the room. 

"My maid — why?" She was surprised by 
this peculiar move. 

But he did not wait for permission. 

" Hattie I " he called. " Hattie's her name ? " 
He turned inquiringly to Aline. 

" Yes, but — " Hattie's appearance in answer 
to Holbrook's summons put an end to Aline's ob- 
jection. 

" Ask Mr. Graham if Capt. Holbrook can see 
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him a minute," he said to the maid, who immcdi- 
ately went off to obey him. 

" You embarrass me terribly, Capt. Holbrook," 
Aline protested. This sudden move of her 
suitor's was a little more than she had anticipated, 
even from so optimistic a lover as he had shown 
himself to be. She was dismayed that the Captain 
should carry his suit to her father — for that was 
what the prospective interview amounted to. 

" I see I embarrass you, but It's a matter in 
which I must be firm — for both our sakes," Hol- 
brook said soothingly. ** Don't follow me when 
I go to him. You know the lines in Othello? 
* She loved me for dangers I had passed and I — 
I loved her, that she did pity them.' If you 
pitied me, before your father, I'd break down like 
a schoolboy." 



CHAPTER V 

THE WARNING 

Aline's brain was in a maze. This whirlwind 
wooing of the Captain's upset all her theories as 
to the way to manage a man. Like every other 
girl, she had her own. And now, in spite of her 
most careful handling, Capt. Holbrook had taken 
the bit between his teeth and bolted. She was 
dismayed at the idea of his saying anything of a 
personal nature to her father. To such a purpose, 
that day of all days was least suited. 

" Well, Captain ! " Gordon Graham already 
stood there. In response to Holbrook's message. 

** I meant to come to you, sir — " the Captain 
began apologetically. He looked from one to the 
other of his hearers and paused. 

** I'm doing this without your daughter's permis- 
sion," he explained, and taking Aline by the hand 
he drew her gently with him to the door. " And 
I've asked her to leave us alone," he added. 

Gordon Graham had not received Holbrook's 
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request with an undue amount of enthusiasm. 
What could the fellow want of him? he specu- 
lated. Was it possible that he had decided, after 
all, to own up? The fact that he did not want 
Aline to remain in the room inclined Graham to 
the theory of confession. Graham, with char- 
acteristic legal caution, preferred to have a witness 
present. 

" Well, if Aline — " he began ; but Holbrook in- 
terrupted him ruthlessly. 

** She hasn't, and we mustn't discuss it before 
her," the Captain said incisively. And turning to 
Aline: " May I see you again? " he asked. 

" If you wish," she said. 

" In ten minutes 1 It's a short story." As if 
Graham's presence was the last thing in the world 
that interested him, Capt. Holbrook held back 
the door-hangings for her and watched her as she 
moved away. When she had gone, and he turned 
to his companion, he found Graham standing 
stiffly with his back to the fire. 

"Won't you sit down?" his host asked him, 
quite obviously on his guard. 

^ I can always talk and sometimes fight better 
on my feet," was the Captain's answer. His voice 
fell pleasantly enough on Graham's ears, but his 
words conveyed a hint of challenge. 
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"Any fight In prospect?" Gordon Graham 
asked. 

Capt. Holbrook shrugged his shoulders. It 
was a foreign trick he had acquired somewhere in 
his travels. Graham had noticed it before and 
disliked it exceedingly. 

" I don't know," Holbrook said carelessly, In 
answer to his question. 

" With whom? " Graham was determined to 
make him show his hand. 

There was a brief pause, during which they 
measured each other somewhat in the manner of 
two boxers. 

" Your attitude a bit ago hinted that you think 
I know more about that announcement than I 
admit 1 " the Captain said finally, nothing loth to 
cast the gauntlet before his adversary. 

" Such an idea did occur to me. * . ." Graham 
admitted. 

" Is it still uccurring? " Capt. Holbrook was 
determined that there should be complete under- 
standing between them on that point. 

Graham paused a moment, and then faced him 
again. 

*' No — I don't believe you do know about It," 
he said slowly. 

" Then that's settled ! " the Captain exclaimed 
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pleasantly, " Now, both of us know that it was 
done deliberately. Some enemy of yours or some 
enemy of mine — " 

Graham nodded. 

"I'll go to the bottom of it!" the Captain 
promised. " Sit down, sir I " 

" Thank you ! " Graham said dryly. Capt. 
Holbrookes assurance impressed him as being little 
short of stupendous. He surprised himself by 
accepting the invitation. 

" Now," Capt Holbrook resumed, with an 
air of seriousness, " now, the most important mat- 
ter I IVe asked your daughter to marry me, Mr. 
Graham — " 

" So she told me, Captain I " Gordon Graham 
replied, with the faintest suggestion of irony. 

" She refused me," the younger man confessed, 
in no wise downcast, however. 

Graham regarded him somewhat quizzically. 

"Yes?" he said. 

Capt. Holbrook nodded in the most confidential 
fashion imaginable. 

" Temporarily 1 " he explained. 

" Why temporarily? " Graham inquired. 

" Because I can't take her answer as final. I 
want to marry her and I'm going to marry her 1 " 

Gordon Graham was not exactly taken aback by 
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this declaration of the Captain's. His own will 
was too inflexible to permit him any uneasiness — 
any apprehension of possible success on Hol- 
brook's part. 

'* Your assurance is unusual," he declared. 

"The girl's unusual 1" the Captain exclaimed. 
" Slie must have had a wonderful mother," he 
observed. 

Graham paused a moment before replying. He 
could not help wondering if Capt. Holbrook, in 
spite of his intimate manner, were not giving him 
a sly dig. 

** She did have a wonderful mother," Graham 
said, at last. 

" I had a good one myself," Holbrook told 
him. " I want you to know a little more of the 
man that means to marry your daughter," he an- 
nounced suddenly. 

" That doesn't seem imminent. Captain," 
Graham replied, coldly. Really the fellow's pre- 
sumption was unbearable, he thought. 

** It may be — and I've taken the trouble to in- 
form myself about you," Capt. Holbrook said, 
naively. 

" About me? " Graham was surprised, in spite 
of himself, by such a statement. 

But Holbrook's self-possession was perfect. 
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He leaned upon the back of a chair and looked 
his companion straight in the eye, with the utmost 
frankness. 

" Yes, sir! " he affirmed. ** I know that your 
salary is five thousand a year — equal to eight in 
New York, and you live on it 1 " 

This was too much for Graham. He rose and 
walked over to the fireplace. 

" My affairs, Capt. Holbrook — " he began with 
rising indignation. 

" Interest me only as they couch your daughter," 
Holbrook interrupted. " You've a right to know 
she'll be well cared for with me. In a Safe De- 
posit Company of this city I'll show you a box 
with bonds that pay more than five thousand a 
year, and I'm liable to make a thousand any month 
somebody starts something and meddles with the 
map of South America or Europe." 

Graham looked at him coldly. 

" You have been arrested, haven't you, by this 
government?" he asked irrelevantly. 

" Yes, sir ! Once — in New Orleans," Capt. 
Holbrook replied, without the slightest hesitation 
or surprise. 

" I heard so," Graham returned sarcastically. 

" I was trying to get some rifles over to Gen. 
Garcia," the Captain explained. He was not in 
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the least ruffled. " Chief Robert Dempster ar- 
rested me — yes, sir ! " 

Graham bowed his acknowledgment of the ex- 
planation. 

"But remember this!" Holbrook continued. 
" Six months later the government sent the whole 
United States Army over on the same job ! " 

** But the government regarded you as an 
offender," Graham objected. 

" Not too much to make me Captain in the 
Philippine Constabulary a year later," Capt. Hol- 
brook added promptly. 

" Philippine Constabulary — " Graham re- 
peated after him. 

"Yes, sir!" 

"Why did you quit that?" Graham asked 
quietly. 

" Something in my blood," Holbrook answered. 

"Fever?" 

The Captain shook his head. 

" Something born in my blood," he answered. 
" I couldn't ride herd on a people fighting for 
their own liberty." He, too, seated himself. 
" You see, Mr. Graham, if I were two years older 
Fd 'a been born in Ireland. As it was, I was 
born on Second Avenue. My father was a Trinity 
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College man. Oppression drove him from home ; 
when I first remember him he'd climbed from 
roundsman on the New York Police up to inspec- 
tor. My mother came with him from Ireland — 
I think it was the stories I heard at her knee that 
made me a p'erpetual member of the minority." 
He rose as he warmed to his subject. " I'm 
no dollar diplomat 1" he exclaimed fervently. 
"Never fired a shot for a syndicate! The fili- 
buster jaunts I've taken have been made under a 
flag — for freedom 1 " 

His eyes burned with an unwonted fire as he 
stopped short in his aimless pacing of the floor. 

** I think that's all — except this!" he con- 
tinued, after a brief pause. " From Manila I 
went drill master in Japan and stayed with them 
till Port Arthur. That's the story and I'm hiding 
nothing. As men go, I'm clean — and I've just 
passed an examination for a life-insurance policy." 
His native humor had come to the surface again. 
But it was lost on Gordon Graham. 

At this juncture the maid appeared with the an- 
nouncement that Chief Dempster and Father Shan- 
non had arrived. Graham directed her to show 
them in, and rising, said : 

"Very well, Capt. Holbrookl My daughter 
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will make her own choice, of course. But my wisl 
is for a son-in-law not so roving in his dispositior 
as you confess to be." 

** Thank you, Mr. Graham I And just to show 
you there's no hard feeling — '* there was a sus- 
picion of triumph in his voice — " I'll promise you 
an invitation to the wedding ! " 

** That's considerate, I'm sure," Gordon 
Graham said, with something decidedly like a 
sniff. Somehow, he could not help feeling that he 
had come off second-best in the interview. At all 
events, he was glad their conversation was finished. 
He had had no idea that there was any possibility 
of such a discussion. For his part, he had not 
previously taken Capt. Holbrook's acquaintance 
with Aline so seriously. But it seemed that mat- 
ters had really progressed to an astonishing ex- 
tent. He hoped Aline would not be swept off her 
feet by the man's impetuosity. 

" Come in. Bob ! " he called, as Chief Demp- 
ster's figure framed itself in the doorway. 

The Chief entered, followed closely by Father 
Shannon. 

" Hello, Gordon ! " Dempster said. 

"And Father Shannon! How are you?" 
Graham shook hands cordially with both his 
guests. 
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" Excellent, Mr. Graham — thank you ! " the 
clergyman replied. 

"Hello, Father 1 I didn't know you were in 
America ! " Capt. Holbrook had stepped for- 
ward with outstretched hand as he recognized an 
old friend in the newcomer. 

As Father Shannon looked around, his look of 
surprise gave way quickly to an expression of the 
greatest delight. 

"Ah I Larry, Larry!" he exclaimed, grasping 
Holbrook's hand in both of his. Gordon Graham 
observed with some surprise the cordial and inti- 
mate greeting the priest gave the soldier of for- 
tune. 

Patting the Captain's shoulder affectionately. 
Father Shannon turned to Graham and Chief 
Dempster. 

** This man has a personal responsibility! 
The rascal saved my life in Manila ! " he informed 
them. 

" What nonsense 1 " Holbrook laughed. " I 
made him get out of bed when a house was on 
fire." He looked reprovingly at the reverend 
gentleman. 

" He carried me unconscious . . ." Father 
Shannon interrupted, holding up a hand that in- 
voked silence. 
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But Capt. Holbrook would not allow him to 
finish. 

" Some friend is apt to do as much for me any 
Saturday night," he broke in. 

Father Shannon laughed. 

** I don't think he touches a drop 1 " he declared. 
Then, his manner changing suddenly, he said to 
Dempster, " Chief, he's the man to give you the 
information on the filibustering matter." 

" A big expedition for Nicaragua 1 " Chief 
Dempster explained. 

At this information Capt. Holbrook assumed a 
look of extreme sapience. 

"Dutch Dugan busy again?" he inquired 
casually. 

" That's the man 1 " the Chief cried. 

Father Shannon was delighted. 

" I knew he'd tell you ! " he exclaimed, gazing 
upon the Captain with undisguised admiration. 

Chief Dempster, on the contrary, displayed a 
somewhat worried look. The mention of Dutch 
Dugan brought to his mind one of his puzzling 
cases. 

" We can't get our hands on him. Captain I " 
he complained. 

**I'd tell you. Bob, if I knew, but—" The 
Captain paused and shook his head regretfully. 
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** But ask your men to go easy with Dugan 1 He's 
not a bad chap." 

" Can't we have a little talk about It later In the 
evening? " the Chief asked. 

" Um — after nine-thirty, surely. Where, 
Chief? " the Captain inquired. 

" My office ! " Chief Dempster told him. He 
was delighted at the chance to discuss the filibus- 
tering case with Holbrook. 

" Nine-thirty I TU be there!" the Captain 
promised. 

" Fine I Thank you 1 " the Chief said. 

Father Shannon turned to Dempster then, and 
said: 

" Chief, you tell Mr. Graham about our gam- 
blers for a minute. I want just a word with 
Larry." 

The Chief agreed, and upon Graham's invita- 
tion accompanied his host up to the den, where 
they might smoke while they talked. 

As soon as the others had left the room, 
Father Shannon turned to Capt. Holbrook. 

" Now, Larry 1 " he began. " I saw that squib 
in the paper — -about your engagement — but the 
girl's father says it's a hoax." 

" Some enemy striking in the dark ! " the Cap- 
tain answered. " I came very near tracing it to 
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a blackmailing lawyer named Flagg — but he side- 
stepped it." 

Father Shannon shook his head. 

''What a blackgufirdly thing to do! And it 
worries you — " He was all sympathy. 

'* Why do you want to tell people I saved your 
life?" the Captain asked him abruptly — almost 
reproachfully. 

** Well, you did 1 " the priest protested. 

The Captain looked at him wickedly. His 
Irish wit could not deny itself a little fun at 
Father Shannon's expense. 

*' To make me responsible for your existence is 
like naming a baby after a live politician. Who 
knows how you'll turn out? " 

Father Shannon's eyes lighted up and twinkled 
merrily as he said: 

*' You should have thought of that, sir, while 
the house was burning. You can't dodge responsi- 
bility now." He was no Gordon Graham to let 
pass any opportunity to match his tongue against 
the particularly nimble one that the Captain pos- 
sessed. The Celt in him always rose with delight 
to the banter that a conversation between him and 
Holbrook was sure to entail. 

** At the time 'twas most unfortunate," the Cap- 
tain observed. 
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" Unf ortunatd ! Why?" 

" I'd just been showing the old gentleman my 
pedigree and I could refer him to you for a char- 
acter. That yarn about helpin' you down the 
burnin' stairs when you were intoxicated destroys 
the value ! " 

Father Shannon looked quickly about the room. 
Capt. Holbrook noted the involuntary glance with 
great delight. 

" Intoxicated ! Now, Larry — everyone would- 
n't understand your pleasantries," the priest 
protested. 

Capt. Holbrook beamed upon him affectionately. 

" We'd 'a been great pals if you hadn't been a 
priest ! " he exclaimed. " You're the only man I 
ever knew who could just reach out and put his 
hand on my heart." 

" It's the girl, of course ! " Father Shannon 
said, with understanding. 

" Well, she's of age, to be sure I " he added, as 
the Captain nodded. 

** Near twenty-five ! " Holbrook answered. 

"And such fear of her father? " the man of the 
cloth asked, in some surprise. 

** No fear of him I " the Captain replied quickly. 

" Sit down," he said, and did not speak again 
until he had stepped to the door and closed it. He 
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returned then, and asked Father Shannon in a low 
voice — " What had you in your mind when you 
said I could tell Chief Dempster about Dugan's 
filibustering outfit? " 

" Your knowledge of those matters in gen- 
eral," the Father answered. 

" Well ! ni tell you something," the Captain 
continued, " in confidence — " 

Father Shannon nodded. 

"A man to his priest — " the Captain added, 
and he paused, until the Father had once more 
bowed his head. Then — " I am Dugan*s expedi- 
tion! " he announced. 

" You ? " the priest cried in astonishment. 

" Yes, and Dempster's going to talk to mc about 
it in his office to-night 1 " the Captain exclaimed, 
delighted at the huge joke upon the Chief of the 
Secret Service. 

Father Shannon threw up his hands in despair 
over the incorrigible Captain. But all he could 
say was : 

"Larry, Larry, Larry I" 

" It's all right. Father," Holbrook reassured 
him. " How long do you mean to be here? " 

" In this house? " the priest asked. 

[The Captain shook his head. 

" Washington City I " he sjud* 
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" Indefinitely, I hope," Father Shannon replied. 
" Why? '' 

*' IVc a packet of papers here." Holbrook 
drew the envelope from his pocket. " I brought 
them to leave with Mr. Graham^ but I didn't know 
you were in this country," he continued. 

** What kind of papers? " the priest asked. 

[The Captain went on to explain. 

" At Port Arthur the Japs fetched in a Chris- 
tian from the other Camp — a. newspaper man 
from America. He had a hole through the lungs 
and there wasn't a priest in twenty miles. He 
asked me to take these and look up his people here. 
When I first came back two years ago I'd left the 
envelope in a trunk at San Francisco. This time 
I'm ashamed to say I've put it off till now; and 
this trip of Dugan's takes me away again." 

He looked at his reverend friend inquiringly. 

** I'll be glad to keep it," the priest said. 

" Thank you, Father ! And maybe you'll find 
the people yourself; that's the family name on 
the outside," he added, handing the envelope to 
his companion. 

Father Shannon examined the packet. 

** He wrote a bad hand — but he was dying, you 
say," he observed, as he read the inscription. 

" That's my writing, and it's not a bad hand I " 
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Capt. Holbrook corrected him, with a pretense of 
indignation. 

Father Shannon having made the offending re- 
mark in all innocence, looked a bit crestfallen for 
a second; then, meeting the Captain's eye, he be- 
gan to laugh. But before he could make the 
retort that rose to his lips. Aline Graham came 
into the library, already dressed for dinner. 

"Ah! Father Shannon!" she cried, delighted. 

** Ah ! daughter ! " the good man answered, tak- 
ing her hand. 

!* I didn't know you'd come ! " Aline told him. 

" I came for another look into those wonderful 
eyes! " he said gallantly. 

" Now, now, Father Shannon — " she reproved 
him. 

" Where sunbeams play at hide and seek ! " he 
went on. 

Capt. Holbrook looked at the two with assumed 
consternation. 

" Hi, there ! Father, you're stealing my busi- 
ness," he called out. 

" Does he say those things to you ? " the priest 
asked the girl. 

Aline was busy pinning some of the Captain's 
roses to her evening gown. She looked up, at 
Father Shannon's question, and said: 
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" I fancy to every girl ! " 

" Oh ! " Holbrook reproached her. 

" I think It's something they learn in the army I '* 
the Father said. He and Aline were enjoying 
themselves immensely at the Captain's expense. 

" But you've never been a soldier yourself," she 
said. 

" No, but you see — I've a friend that's a chief 
detective," the priest explained. 

" It's no detective work to see beauty that's 
plain to any man," Holbrook remarked. 

" He calls it plain," Aline said to Father Shan- 
non. 

" I heard him," the priest said, laughing. " But 
remember that proverb of Solomon: * ** It is 
nought — It is nought " — saith the buyer — but 
when he has gone his way he boasteth.' And you 
are coming to see me to-morrow, Larry ? " he 
asked the Captain, shaking hands with him. 

" In the afternoon, Father," Holbrook said. 

" But you're not going now, Father Shannon? " 
Aline exclaimed. 

** Yes. Mr. Graham and Chief Dempster are 
waiting for me with their cigars," he explained, 
and forthwith he left the room. The Captain was 
not at all averse to having a few minutes more 
alone with Aline. He walked up to her, smiling. 
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" He knows I love you ! " he said softly. 

" How does he ? " she aske,d in surprise. 

" I told him," Holbrook announced. 

She could not help laughing. It was impossible 
to be angry with the man. 

** You people tell the most dreadful things to 
your priests, apparently," she said. 

" And I told him that you loved me," he con- 
fessed. 

Aline sat down and looked at him doubtfully as 
he said that. 

" I hope you didn't, Captain?" She was not 
quite prepared for such an announcement. 

" I did. 'Twill be a comfort to you when you 
get used to it," he told her reassuringly. 

** A comfort to me?" 

" Yes," he replied. " Dark days — when I'm 
away and you'd give everything in the world for 
a sight of me, you can just run over to Father 
Shannon and talk about il to your heart's content." 

** Shall I be so forlorn? " she asked roguishly. 

" I hope so," he answered, as his eyes shone. 
"And tell him about it — tell him all that you 
tell me ! " he urged. 

" I've told you that I don't — love you I " she 
declared. 

" Yes," he said easily, no whit cast down by her 



THE WARNING 83 

statement, " but you can't tell untruths to a priest. 
Tell him all you tell me, and all that you don't tell 
me ! " 

" What — what do you mean by that, Cap- 
tain? " she asked, suddenly grown serious. 

" Why — just that 1 There's some — some 
reservation working against me, in your mind, 
some thought or memory that's an enemy to your 
heart." He sat down beside her upon the sofa, 
and went on, with great tenderness. " Please 
don't interrupt me.. I know you love mt. Aline. 
If I hadn't known it, refusal number one would 
have been enough for me. A man learns to pay 
small attention to words. All my life I've lived 
where the quiver of a lash, a breath, the dilation 
of a nostril meant the difference sometimes be- 
tween friendship and death. I judge men not by 
what they say — but by what they look when they 
say it. And so I've judged you. Your words 
have told me that you didn't love me — that you 
wouldn't marry me — that my hope was hopeless. 
But your face, the soul that crept into your eyes, 
told me you do — and I'd stake my life on it 1 " 

She listened to him with growing agitation. 

" Do you — do you think you are quite fair to 
me? " she stammered, when he had finished. 

" It isn't a question of fairness. It's your hap- 



84 AT BAY 

piness and mine through the years ahead of us," 
he said. 

"Let's not discuss it, please — please!" She 
rose, as if she could not listen any longer. 

Capt. Holbrook sprang to his feet. 

" I don't want to discuss it, and I don't care 
what It Is, little lady — " He followed to where 
she stood. " I only want you to know that what- 
ever it is. It means nothing to me — must mean 
nothing to you 1 " 

" Nothing? " she repeated. 

** Absolutely nothing! " he said again. 

" Please don't talk of It any more," Aline 
pleaded, looking away from his ardent eyes. 

" Not a word ! I won't ask you again to 
marry me," he promised. 

** Thank you I " she said, as he paused. 

" Not once again to-day! "'he continued. 

" Oh ! " She was genuinely distressed by his 
persistence. 

** Not once again," he went on, " If you'll 
promise me this one thing. Just forget you've 
said * No ' and let the whole question be open ! " 

"But why?" she asked. 

" Because saying * No ' Is a habit. I've cured 
men of drink by making 'em say three times * I 
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don't want it . . .' Now let's clean the slate. 
You've never refused me in your life ! " 

" But — " she began. 

" Just a minute's rest ! " the Captain admon- 
ished. " You want to talk all the time. . . . 
There ! " he said, after a brief silence. " Now 
breathe easily 1 " he directed. " See how the sun- 
shine creeps into everything I No dispute between 
us at all I The next time I see you, I'll have some- 
thing very important to say to you." 

** Will you, Captain? " She smiled at him, in 
spite of herself. 

He nodded vigorously. 

" I've already spoken to your papa," he told 
her. 

She had not the heart to reprove him. 

" You're a quaint old owl," she said. And she 
was still smiling when, a moment later, she went 
to the telephone in response to its ring, and began 
talking. 

*' Hello 1 " she said. " Yes, this is Miss Aline 
Graham. Who?" she asked a moment later. 
She had some diflSiculty in understanding the name 
of the person »t the other end of the wire. 
"Flagg? Mr. Judson Flagg? Yes?" 

At the mention of the name of Flagg, which he 



U AT BAY 

could not avoid hearing, Capt. Holbrook instandy 
became all attention. He immediately moved his 
chair outside Aline's line of vision and listened 
deliberately to the one-sided conversation. A puat- 
zled look came into his face as he tried to divine 
the exact words of the girPs interviewer. 

" You want my father? " she asked, apparently 
not quite comprehending. 

But it was evident to Holbrook that it was 
Aline herself whom the other wanted, for she im- 
mediately exclaimed as if in surprise — "Me? 
Do I know you, Mr. Flagg? What is it, then? " 
she asked, in a tone somewhat more formal. It 
was evident that she and " Mr. Flagg '* were not 
acquainted. 

.There was a pause then, during which she lis- 
tened intently. Holbrook would have given his 
soul, almost, to know what the other was saying. 

Suddenly she grew tense. Something that she 
heard seemed to a^tate her greatly. 

"No! No! That is not true, sirl" She 
seemed instantly to have reached the verge of a 
hysterical collapse. 

Capt. Holbrook could contain himself no longer. 
He stepped to the table at which she sat and tried 
to speak to her, while she talked excitedly into the 
transmitter. 




"NOl THE MESSAGE WAS TO ME, CAPTAIN HOLBROOK! ■ 



THE WARNING 87 

" Oh, oh 1 " she was saying. " But I can't talk 
to you nowl Nol nol I'll call you later 1 
Good-bye I Good-bye 1 " She dropped the re- 
ceiver and rose quickly. It was perfectly obvious 
to Holbrook that she was endeavoring desperately 
to control a great emotion. All the joy was gone 
from her face, and she was very pale. Capt. Hol- 
brook's heart went out to her, agitated, trembling, 
terrified as she was. He would have spoken, but 
she silenced him. 

Suddenly he turned to the telephone, the re- 
ceiver of which she had left dangling from the 
table. He grasped the instrument. 

" Hello, there 1 " he shouted. 

But before he could get the receiver to his ear 
she seized it. With her other hand she pulled the 
transmitter away from him. 

" No ! The message was to me, Capt. Hol- 
brook ! " she protested. 

He yielded to her, although reluctantly, torn 
between anguish and exasperation. He pitied her 
in her unhappiness; while his helplessness to fend 
her from the painful interview filled him with the 
anger of impotence. 

" The man is a blackmailer I " he cried. " I 
think he's responsible for that announcement! 
Let me handle this — whatever it is 1 " 
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She shook her head. 

" No ! If I need advice, Capt Holbrook, I 
shall ask my father for it," she said. 

"Will you?" he asked eagerly. Since he 
might not help her, he knew that he would feel 
enormously relieved if only she would go straight 
to her father with her trouble. For trouble it 
seemed, beyond a doubt. " Good! You couldn't 
do better," he declared. 

Aline held out her hand to him, coldly and with 
the undisguised intention of ending Holbrook's 
call. 

" Good-night I " she said. 

"Good-night!" But Holbrook could not 
bring himself to release her hand at once. 

" Please go I Please, please ! " she begged. 

"I will," he said. "But remember! I love 
you and there isn't anything in the world you can't 
tell me nor anything you can't ask me to do, and 
if I hadn't made a solemn promise — " he stopped 
a moment and looked down full into her eyes — 
" I'd ask you this minute to marry me I " 



CHAPTER VI 

THE TRAIL OF THE SERPENT 

On the evening of his mysterious telephone con- 
versation with Aline Graham, but some hours 
later, Judson Flagg was busily turning the pages 
of a legal document which lay before him on his 
big mahogany desk — a proceeding which ap- 
peared to furnish him no little satisfaction, for as 
he read the typewritten sheets an expression of 
mingled pleasure and craftiness might have been 
detected upon his face. 

On a divan, at the opposite side of the room, 
Flagg's nephew. Tommy Gilbert, sat with his nose 
buried in a large law book. 

Judson Flagg turned the final page of the docu- 
ment with a chuckle. Looking up, he ex- 
claimed — 

"Not a single mistake in fourteen pages! 
Tommy, you are a fine stenographer! " 

"Thank you. Uncle Judson," Tommy an- 
swered gratefully. When addressed by Flagg he 
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gazed upon his uncle with intense admiration and 
humility. 

Flagg tapped the document with an air of pride 
as he continued — 

" This bill certainly ought to get our client a 
fat alimony allowance. I have said just enough 
by innuendo to make the gentleman shiver '* — he 
laughed softly — " and if he's ever done anything 
off color, he'll think we know all about it ! " 

" Yes, sir — I guess so," Tommy agreed. And 
his uncle chuckled once more as he looked again 
at the legal instrument before him. His self-con- 
gratulation, as it happened, was rudely interrupted 
by the ringing of the door-bell. 

Tommy Gilbert immediately dropped his book 
and started for the door. 

" Wait ! " his uncle commanded, sharply. 
" I've no appointment." 

" No, sir I " Tommy said. 

Flagg glanced suspiciously toward the hall. 

" That's a way the police have — coming unan- 
nounced I " he mused. 

" I told you Capt. Holbrook said he'd be back 
again I " Tommy reminded him. 

Flagg nodded. 

" I don't want to see him — once this afternoon 
was enough," he said. 
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The bell rang again, and Tommy looked inquir- 
ingly at Flagg. 

" See who it is," his uncle directed after wait- 
ing a short interval. 

As the lad left the room, Judson Flagg glanced 
over the various papers upon the flat-topped desk. 
Hastily, yet cautiously, he examined them all. 
TTie document that he had just been reading he 
turned face downward. And then he crossed 
quickly to the iron safe that stood in a corner of 
the library, closed it and turned the combination. 
Thereupon, having made the room ready for the 
reception of his unknown guest, he vanished 
stealthily through a door that opened into another 
room upon the right. 

He had been gone but a moment when Tommy 
Gilhprt drew aside the portieres that hung across 
the principal entrance to the library, thereby per- 
mitting Flagg's caller to enter. 

" I want to see Mr. Flagg himself," the man 
said, as he stepped inside the room. He was a 
person of about forty, of commonplace appear- 
ance, quietly dressed, and unmarked by any distin- 
guishing feature — unless it be by the slight side- 
whiskers that crept down just in front of his ears, 
after the fashion affected by servants of the better 
class. 
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*' Mr. Flagg's not at home," the boy said. 

Meanwhile, unknown to the new arrival, Mi 
Flagg himself was very cautiously parting the han£ 
ings that fell before the door through which h 
had made his hurried exit, and from that vantag 
point was scrutinizing his caller closely. Wha 
struck him particularly was the extreme nervous- 
ness of the stranger — a trait, by the way, which 
was by no means uncommon in the people — men 
and women alike — who sought interviews v^ith 
Mr. Judson Flagg. 

The strange man glanced apprehensively about 
the room, but his roving eye failed to detect the 
presence of his interested observer. 

** When'U he be in? " he asked the clerk. 

" I don't know. What do you want to see him 
about? I'm his secretary," the well trained 
Tommy replied. 

But the man only shook his head. 

" I won't talk to anybody but him," he declared. 
And then, having suflSiciently satisfied himself as to 
the probable status and errand of his visitor, Jud- 
son Flagg parted the portieres and stepped for- 
ward to his desk. 

" Good-evening I " he said. 

The newcomer turned quickly at the words, and 
fell back a few steps. 
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" Ohl — I didn't see you, sir I " he exclaimed. 

Judson Flagg looked at him coolly. 

" I am Mr. Flagg. What is it? " he asked. 

The other, obviously embarrassed, hesitated, 
started to speak, and then stopped abruptly, look- 
ing at Tommy with a glance of suspicion. It was 
quite evident that he did not relish the presence of 
a third party. 

Flagg nodded, as if to signify that the man 
might speak freely. 

" Go on 1 " he said, as the stranger still hesi- 
tated. 

** I hear you buy private letters sometimes," he 
ventured at last. 

" Wherc'd you hear that? " Flagg demanded. 

" Why — the Spanish ambassador's chauffeur 
told me," the fellow answered. 

At this, Judson Flagg cocked a reflective eye 
toward the ceiling, as if trying to remember some- 
thing. Meanwhile, unnoticed by the visitor, his 
nephew quietly retired behind the portieres 
through which Flagg had made his appear- 
ance. 

" Um — what's his name? " he inquired. 

" McCormack," the man replied. 

" Are you a legation chauffeur? " Flagg's eyes 
seemed fairly to bore into the fellow, who 
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squirmed uneasily beneath such undisguised sen 
tiny. 

" Nol " he answered, haltingly. ** I'm a — ; 
butler." 

" Whose? " his interrogator demanded. 

** Congressman Rowland's! " was the somewhat 
frightened answer. 

At this reply, Judson Flagg's face lighted up 
with a pleasant interest. After alll he thought, 
this chap might have something worth while ! He 
might prove a profitable acquaintance I 

** You have one of his letters? " he asked the 
man. 

Congressman Rowland's butler bowed. 

" A lady wrote it to him," he volunteered. 

** How do you know she's a lady? " the lawyer 
asked. 

" Senator's wife, sir I " the man answered. 

At this news, Judson Flagg held out a hand. 

" Let me see it," he said. 

After fumbling inside his coat, the butler pro- 
duced a letter, which he passed across the desk 
to Flagg. 

Judson Flagg took the letter and seating him- 
self in his arm chair, opened it. 

" Sit down," he said to his guest, who was too 
shame-faced to be comfortable. He had had less 
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experience, be it said to his credit, in affairs of 
that sort, than the suave Mr. Flagg. 

It was a command, rather than an invitation. 
Congressman Rowland's butler obeyed, while the 
unsavory Flagg read his master's letter. 

" Why, the old flirt ! " Flagg exclaimed, as he 
perceived the purport of the note. 

The servant grinned sheepishly at the lawyer's 
remark. The letter was, as a matter of fact, of 
a decidedly comprising nature. 

Flagg had just finished reading the interesting 
missive when the telephone bell interrupted his 
negotiation. He took down the receiver of the 
desk-telephone and said — 

" Hello — hello I Yes — Mr. Flagg talk- 
mg!" 

Then he paused and smiled as the answer came. 
It was Aline Graham I Judson Flagg, though not 
surprised, was nevertheless pleased. 

" Oh 1 it's you, is it? Wait a minute I " he said 
quickly. And turning round he called to his 
nephew. 

Tommy appeared instantly. 

His uncle merely nodded at the man who still 
sat on the opposite side of the desk. That was 
sufficient. Tommy and his Uncle Jud understood 
each other excellently. 
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" We'll wait in the next room," the young ma 
said to Flagg's companion, who had risen nen 
ously the moment Tommy reappeared. 

When his listeners had gone, Flagg turned t 
the instrument. 

** Now ! " he said, meaningly. 

" I could not talk with you very well at th< 
time you telephoned me," Aline's voice said. 

** Well, you were very wise to call me," Flagg 
observed. 

"It's ridiculous, of course — your assumption 
that the — er — the letter you mentioned is one 
of my own," she said. 

**0h! the letter's genuine, all right!" he in- 
sisted. 

" Suppose you let me see it — why not send it 
to me? " she asked. 

** No ! I will not! " Flagg told her, bluntly. 

** Will you be in your office for a short time, 
then," she asked. "And alone?" 

" Yes, absolutely alone! " 

"If you have the letter there you could show it 
tome?" 

" Of course," Flagg replied, easily. " Front 
door will be unlocked — " 

" But are you sure there'll be no ont that can 
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see me?" She seemed especially solicitous upon 
that point. 

" You won't see anybody but me," he assured 
her. " My library is the first door to the left. 
You'll be here in ten minutes? Very welll I'll 
wait." 

Judson Flagg looked exceedingly pleased as he 
hung up the receiver. He laughed softly to him- 
self as he picked up once more the letter that had 
been written by the senator's wife. 

** Tommy! " he called. 

And Tommy and his charge reappeared at once. 

" Do you want the letter, sir? " the butler asked. 
The interruption had not served to allay his nerv- 
ousness. 

Judson Flagg looked up at the man contemptu- 
ously. 

"Fifty dollars? "he offered. 

The man shook his head. 

" A hundred's the limit," Flagg said decisively. 

The other nodded his acceptance of the terms. 

** A hundred! " he repeated. ** I wouldn't do 
it for anything, but — " 

" You need the money? " Flagg suggested. 

" I do, sir," the butler declared. 

" They all do," Flagg observed laconically, as 
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he dropped the letter in a drawer of the desk. 
Taking a roll of bills from his pocket he began to 
count off the sum agreed upon. 

Meanwhile the seller of his master's secrets 
watched Flagg eagerly. 

" My wife's sick — and the doctor bills and 
medicine — " he began. 

But Flagg was not interested In his excuses. 
He had heard them all many times before. 

" Tommy, watch this I " he said. 

" Yes, sir! " the boy answered, and he observed 
closely while his uncle counted out five twenty dol- 
lar bills before him. 

" Take his name ! " Flagg directed. Judson 
Flagg was nothing if not businesslike. 

"What IS it?" Tommy asked the man, taking 
a pad from the desk. 

Noticing that his caller hesitated Flagg said 
briefly and to the point — 

" Give him your real name first! '* 

** It's Albert Jones, then! " the man confessed, 
surrendering at once under Flagg's penetrating 
eye. " You won't let anybody know where you 
got the letter? " he entreated, turning upon the 
lawyer a face full of apprehension. 

"If I did I wouldn't get many!" Flagg an- 
swered dryly, handing Jones the money. 
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" I guess that's sol " the butler answered as he 
stuflfed the bills into his pocket. ** Well, good- 
night 1 Much obliged! " 

" Oh, by the way, Jones I " Flagg exclaimed, as 
the man turned to go. *' Do you like good pic- 
tures?" 

"Pictures, sir?" Jones paused in surprise at 
the odd question. 

" Paintings I " Flagg explained. " That's a fine 
one ! " He pointed to a large portrait that hung 
over the door that opened into the hall. 

Albert Jones' eyes followed involuntarily in the 
direction that Flagg indicated. He gazed some- 
what blankly at the canvas. 

** It's certainly all right, Mr. Flagg," he said 
as he continued to stare at the portrait. Like 
most ordinary mortals Jones found himself slightly 
embarrassed when any art criticism seemed ex- 
pected from him. 

As he stood there with upturned face, Judson 
Flagg stealthily pushed an electric button on his 
desk. A sudden flash of light immediately flooded 
the room with a momentary brilliance. 

Unnerved by the unexpected glare, Jones stam- 
mered — 

"Wha — what's that?" 

"Just a flashlight photograph of you in case 
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you ever deny you were here I " Flagg said tri- 
umphantly. 

" Good Gawd! " Jones cried in dismay. 

And fearing that there might be other and even 
more disconcerting surprises in store for him if he 
lingered, he scurried from the room and out of 
the house. 

Judson Flagg allowed himself one of his char- 
acteristic chuckles, as his nephew grinned and went 
to a book-case which stood near the door by which 
their late caller had made his undignified exit. 
Upon the book-case rested a camera, so trained 
that its lense was focused upon the face of anyone 
who stood in front of Flagg's desk with his eyes di- 
rected toward the big portrait. 

" His conscience is chasing him. Tommy," Flagg 
observed. 

Tommy Gilbert laughed. He drew a plate 
from the camera — which, when developed, would 
provide unimpeachable evidence of Jones' visit. 

" Put another plate in. There may be a lady 
here directly," Flagg said. " No, wait! " he con- 
tinued. " rU put in the plate — you fix the flash- 
light ! " And the careful Mr. Flagg proceeded to 
attend to the camera himself. 

" Where's the cartridge. Uncle Jud? " Xonruny 
asked. 
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Flagg found it for him. 

" There you are, Tommy I " And together 
they arranged the flashlight. 

*' There are just four things about a divorce 
case," Flagg observed, as he returned to his desk. 
" First — get your fee. Second — get your facts 
(the facts on both sides). Then — arrange the 
facts. Third — get a co-respondent 1 " He 
paused and smiled at his nephew. " A co-re- 
spondent. Tommy, is the second-mate on the ship 
of matrimony. His special business is scuttling 
the ship. And the fourth point, Tommy, is — 
bluff , bluff , bluff ! " 

Tommy Gilbert listened with rapt attention to 
these words of wisdom. Whatever his Uncle Jud 
told him he always laid away carefully in the store- 
house of his memory. He had the ambition to be- 
come, some day, as great and successful a law- 
yer as his Uncle Jud. 

** But what if they won't bluff. Uncle Jud? " the 
boy asked. 

" Guilt is always easy to bluff — and it's safe to 
assume that most married people are — bluffa- 
ble ! " was his mentor's reflective and philosoph- 
ical reply. 

** Is that all, Uncle Jud?" the nephew asked 
respectfully. Although he did not quite fathom 
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his uncle's explanation, he accepted the statement 
as irrefutable. 

** Yes, Tommy. You may go to bed now." 

" Good-night, Uncle ! " 

Flagg put his arm around the lad affectionately, 
and walked with him to the door. 

" You are a good boy. Tommy," he said, as he 
paused on the threshold, " and your uncle loves 
you." 

** I love you too, Uncle Jud," Tommy said. 
There was, indeed, no doubt of the boy's devotion. 

" Leave your window wide open and get a lot 
of fresh air," Flagg cautioned. 

" Yes, sir," Tommy answered, obediently. 

Flagg patted his nephew on the shoulder. 

** Good-night 1 " he said, and he held the por- 
tieres back and watched the boy as he climbed the 
stairs. 

And then as an after-thought, he added, " And, 
Tommy — when you grow up to be a great man, 
and write letters to the ladies — don't write them. 
Tommy! " 

" I won't. Uncle Jud ! " the lad promised, calling 
out from the head of the stairs. So long as he 
lived. Tommy. Gilbert never forgot that bit of ad- 
vice. For a certain reason it stood out sharply 
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in his memory, the words as vivid as the picture 

his Unde Jud made, standing there in the doorway 

looking up at him. 
It was a curious anomaly, perhaps — Flagg's 

solicitude for his nephew's welfare. Judson Flagg 

was, indeed, one of the most unscrupulous of men. 

He had already amassed a considerable fortune 
through his blackmailing law-practice. But the 
money to be gained seemed not the sole considera- 
tion that kept him busily engaged in plying his 
nefarious trade. A certain satisfaction that he 
derived from his successful attempts at extortion 
was more than half of Flagg's reward. The man 
had an abnormal, sinister twist in his moral make- 
up that demanded exercise. He had preyed for 
some years upon the more careless offenders of 
Washington society — yes, and upon some of the 
more careful, too — thus far, with impunity. It 
is true, Judson Flagg's reputation was none too 
savory. And various district attorneys had quietly 
investigated him, so far as they were able. But he 
had always cunningly eluded the snares that had 
been set for him. 

Yet his bitterest enemies — even those unlucky 
ones whom he had squeezed of the last dollar they 
could lay their hands on — even they would have 



104 AT BAY 

hesitated to say that Flagg was wholly unre- 
generate, could they have seen him bidding his 
nephew good-night. 

Judson Flagg's affections, however, were of an 
unusual sort. He looked upon Tommy Gilbert as 
the legitimate successor to his very lucrative prac- 
tice. It was rather for the sake of the continuance 
of his shady business, than any real love for his 
nephew, that made Judson Flagg so solicitous of 
the boy's health. To Flagg, the lad was some- 
thing that had fallen into his hands, to mold ac- 
cording to his own designs — the subject, in short, 
of a very interesting experiment. And playing 
Fagin to his nephew's Oliver Twist, he spared no 
pains in the lad's training. He had already be- 
gun to look upon Tommy as an exceedingly valua- 
ble aid, and it was with no little pride in his own 
handiwork that he stood and watched the boy as 
he climbed the stairs. 

Flagg dropped the portieres and turned again 
to examine the camera and the flashlight. Then 
he looked at his watch. It was time for Miss 
Graham to be there. 

Going to his desk, he opened one of the drawers 
and drew out a letter, which he glanced at briefly. 
He chuckled as he came upon some particularly 
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edifying passage. It was the letter that Aline was 
coming there to see. 

Then he went to the safe and leisurely unlocked 
it. Throwing back the door he pulled out a small 
tin box, which he placed upon the desk. He took 
a key from his pocket and opened the box, pausing, 
then, to glance again at the letter he had left lying 
there before him. As he bent over the desk the 
heavy portieres that hung in the hall-doorway 
parted noiselessly, and Aline Graham softly en- 
tered. She wore an evening cloak, and had tied 
a silk scarf about her head. With one hand she 
held the scarf partially in front of her face, as she 
looked hurriedly about the room to satisfy herself 
that Mr. Judson Flagg was entertaining no other 
callers. 

Perceiving Flagg to be alone, she approached 
the desk. 

" Mr. Flagg! " she said, in a tense but subdued 
voice. 



CHAPTER VII 

ACROSS THE CHASM 

"Oh I pardon me," Judson Flagg answered. 
;The girl had startled him — so silently had she 
entered. Surprised by her sudden appearance he 
had clutched at the box like a miser caught count- 
ing his gold, and had made an involuntary attempt 
to hide his treasure-trove. But he soon recovered 
his self-possession, though his face was more than 
usually pale, and he put one hand over his breast 
as if in pain. 

" I telephoned — " Aline began, and then hesi- 
tated. 

Flagg controlled himself with an effort that was 
apparent even to her. 

** Sit down I " he said. 

She ignored his invitation. 

" Please let me see that letter you say you have," 
she said, coming to the point at once. 

Before answering, Flagg picked up the tin box, 
and locking it, placed it upon a cabinet which stood 
behind his chair. 

io6 
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" Miss Graham ! " he said. 

"Yes?" 

"Sit down!" 

She shook her head. 

" I must hurry," she told him. She had no de- 
sire to remain in that place an instant longer than 
her errand required. 

" We won't be disturbed here," Flagg told her. 

" Let me see the letter — if you have it," she 
said coldly. The man's whole personality re- 
volted her. 

" Presently," Judson Flagg answered. 

He was in no haste to bring the interview to 
an end. He returned slowly to his chair, and 
seated himself, again indicating a chair for her on 
the opposite side of the desk. 

" Please hurry I " she exclaimed impatiently. 

** You're a pretty woman. Miss Graham," Flagg 
said with sudden and unexpected irrelevance. 

" I didn't come here for that, sir," she replied 
frigidly, and though she concealed it well, she felt 
a quick thrill of alarm at his easy familiarity. In 
the agony of her apprehension, it had not occurred 
to her, when she decided upon the unconven- 
tional step of visiting that house, that the unknown 
Mr. Flagg might prove to be something of a squire 
of dames. 
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Mr. Flagg was not at all disconcerted by her 
coldness. 

" More beautiful than the lady in my picture! " 
he continued, waving a hand in the direction of 
the portrait which his late caller, Mr. Albert Jones, 
had been asked to admire. " Good painting — " 
Flagg observed, " Salon — Paris ! " His left 
hand stole forward and he rested a finger upon the 
electric button. But this time his ruse failed. She 
did not look around as he had planned. 

** I haven't time for pictures — I must hurry," 
she said sharply. " You know it I Please let me 
see the letter and go ! " 

" You said over the 'phone you hadn't written 
any letter you were afraid of," Flagg continued. 

" I haven't! " she protested. 

" Then, why are you here ? " he inquired with a 
sneer. 

She faced him steadfastly. 

** If you have such a letter, it's a forgery," she 
declared. 

"Why didn't you forge a marriage certificate? 
One of them covers a multitude of sins." He 
observed her narrowly to see how she would re- 
ceive his insinuating words. He was somewhat 
surprised at her coolness. He had seen plenty of 
women, and men too, quail before a broadside like 
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that. But, except for one involuntary gasp, the 
girl gave no sign that she heard his remark. 

*' You said you had a letter of mine. I've come 
to see that. If you won't let me see it I'm going." 
She had no intention of staying there to listen to 
his insults. 

Flagg saw that he must try some other tack. 
He rose and going to the cabinet, unlocked the tin 
box. Taking his own time he rummaged about in 
the contents. 

"Please hurry!" Under the prolonged sus- 
pense Aline was unable to control her nervousness. 
She crossed the room and peering cautiously 
through the portieres looked out into the hall to 
assure herself that there were no eavesdroppers. 
She stood there impatiently, listening, while her 
host indulged in a cynical running comment as he 
busied himself with a small morocco-bound index 
that he took from the box. 

" * Graham — Aline ' — that's it I " he said. 
" You ladies, Miss Graham, seem to go upon the 
theory that indiscretion is the better part of love 
— but it's a mistake. Next time be certain to steer 
your gentleman friend against a magistrate and a 
certificate — prosaic, but safer I — and in the end, 
cheaper. Ah, here it is I " he exclaimed, drawing 
the precious letter from its hiding place. 
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" * Woolworth — Graham I ' " He read the ir 
dorsement upon the envelope. " Does that recal 
anything to you ? " he asked. 

By a great effort she managed to control herself 
as Flagg dropped the index-book back into the box 
which he locked carefully, putting the key back intc 
his pocket. Returning once more to his desk hi 
sat down and took the letter from the envelope 
smiling as he did so. 

Aline, watching him raptly, drew nearer. 

" Oh, let me see it ! " she begged. 

" No I Listen to it ! " he said. And he began 
to read. 

'* ' Oh, Tom, you carCt desert me now — / 
won't believe even your own words.' Remember 
it? " he asked, looking up at her. 

But she made no sign. 

" No ? Wait I " he said, significantly, and con- 
tinued. 

" ' You said there was romance in being your 
wife in secret — / can't believe it was all a tnaS' 
querade. I won't believe it! I must see you he^ 
fore you go — ^ " 

Aline was trembling now. She rested one hand 
upon the desk to support herself. 

" Oh I " she gasped brokenly. 

Judson Flagg looked up at her with a sardonic 
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smile. He saw that he had her comfortably in 
his power. Turning to the letter again he said : 

" And then you write of the three heavenly days 
with the murmur of the sea through the open win- 
dow . • • 

He paused then, to see what effect his words had 
upon her. 

Forgery, or genuine ? " he asked. 
Let me see it myself — please I " she pleaded. 
He hesitated; then handed her the letter. 
" Be careful with it — it's very valuable! " he 
warned her dryly. 

She took the letter eagerly, gave one hurried 
look at it, and burst into tears. 

Flagg rose and walked around the desk. 
" Don't cry I It's better to have loved and re- 
pented than never to have loved at all. That's 
lifel Everybody has some such little shadow — 
we'd die of stagnation without some experience." 
She ceased her weeping. 

" How much do you want for that letter? " she 
asked him, forcing the words out with an effort. 
" One thousand dollars 1 " Judson Flagg replied. 
She looked at him in dismay. 
" I haven't that much money I I can't get it 1 " 
she cried. 
" Your friends? " he suggested. 



I 
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" I can't appeal to my friends for money," she 
said. 

** Papa I " Flagg said flippantly. 

** You know who my father is ! " she exclaimed, 
indignantly. " And this is blackmail I Black- 
mail!'' 

Flagg returned to his place behind the desk. 

** Why not have me arrested? " he asked pleas- 
antly. He had made the proposal before, on 
numerous similar occasions, but not one of the 
persons interested had ever acted on the sugges- U 
tion. 

She looked at him with disgust, as If he might 
have been some loathsome snake in whose coils 
she found herself entangled. 

** I would if I were a man ! '* she said. 

Mr. Flagg smiled knowingly. 

" My best clients are gentlemen," he vouch- 
safed. 

She turned upon him fiercely. 

** If my father knew this he'd kill youl " she 
cried. There was desperation in her voice. 

Flagg dropped into a chair. 

" Fathers don't kill any more. They're like 
husbands — they compromise," he said In a bored 
fashion. 

" Here are two hundred and ten dollars — it's 
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all the money I have I " Aline held a handful of 
bills out to him. But he only remarked coldly : 

** I said one thousand I " 

In despair she tossed the money upon the desk, 
and opening her cloak, unpinned the two long- 
stemmed roses that were attached to her corsage. 
Letting the flowers fall heedlessly upon the desk, 
as she leaned over it, she handed him the emerald 
brooch with which the roses had been fastened. 
They were Capt. Holbrook's roses, which she had 
pinned on in the donor's presence, that very even- 
ing. 

'* This emerald will nearly make up the differ- 
ence," she said. 

He took the jewel from her and examined it. 

** What's it worth? " he asked. 

** I don't know exactly — enough for you, any- 
way," she replied. 

** Less than five hundred, I'd say," he remarked, 
as if the brooch did not interest him. 

Aline saw no sign of his relenting. 

" But it's everything I have, and I promise to 
pay you the balance ! " she pleaded. 

Flagg rose from his desk. 

" Ladies are careless about paying," he an- 
swered significantly. 

" Every penny I get will come to you until you 
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Mre paid — believe me I" she cried in despera 
tion. 

But He only shook his head. After one more 
cursory glance at the brooch he pitched it con- 
temptuously upon the blotter. He seated himself 
then on one end of the desk and leered at Aline 
most unpleasantly. 

** I'm a business man — but the man in me is 
more important than the business," he announced. 

She did not quite fathom his enigmatic statement. 

"You mean — I may have it?" she asked 
quickly. , 

" I mean there's a way to get it," he corrected 
her. " You are very pretty, my dear, and, mock 
marriage or the real thing I you're a young person 
of experience. . . . We could be friends I " 

She shrank away from him' as she sensed his 
meaning. 

** You're mistaken ! " 

"No — I'm not!" He was standing now. 
" You and Woolworth had three days together by 
the sea. We'd have a hundred — strung through 
the year 1 " He was more than ever the old gray 
hawk now. 

Aline backed away from him. " There's your 
money 1 " She pointed at the desk. " I'm go- 
ing! " She started for the door. 
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Judson Flagg sprang in front of her. 

*' Oh, no ! • ' he cried, blocking her way. 

** You mustn't stop me 1 " she warned him, re- 
treating a little before his menacing figure. 

Flagg held out his hand. 

" I'll keep the letter until you can pay cash for it 
or be friendly," he declared, as if pronouncing sen- 
tence upon her. 

Her grip only tightened upon the letter, which 
she still held, and she took a backward step fear- 
fully. 

" No 1 " she protested. 

He was angry now, and followed her with de- 
termination written upon his face. 

" Give it to me I " he ordered, and his voice 
rose. 

" No, it's mine 1 Mine I You have no right to 
it — you never had any right to it I " She gave 
way before his advance. 

" Give it to me 1 What the hell do you think 
I am? " he shouted. 

She thrust the letter behind her and glanced 
longingly at the door that led to the hall, but he 
interposed and seized her roughly. 

Aline shrank from his touch. 

" Don't put your hands on me 1 " He both 
frightened and revolted her. 
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" ril put both hands on you 1 " was his brutal 
answer, and he kissed her wantonly. 

She broke away from him. 

" You coward 1 " she gasped. 

" That letter — give it up ! " he snarled. 

" I won't! I won't ! " she reiterated. She was 
ahnost hysterical now. As he caught hold of her 
again she struggled desperately. 

" A letter belongs to the person who wrote it I " 
she panted, as she tried to throw him off. Aline 
was a well-knit girl. And now her out-of-door life 
stood her in good stead. On the other hand, 
Flagg was not a strong man. He had spent too 
many years under cover of his lair, setting his wily 
traps. And his habits had not been of the best. 
Her resistance, consequently, soon taxed his 
strength and in the effort to restrain her his arm 
slipped round her waist.and tightened. 

"Going to take t^-itttter, eh?" he taunted. 
** Like belli" ^^ 

In the course of thMfij^gle the room had al- 
ready become disordfrtd.^TjPapers were scattered 
upon the floor, and orie'ctf Capt. Holbrook's roses; 
the small desk-clock was overturned. Flagg suc- 
ceeded finally in pinioning the hand with which she 
had struck him. 

" Let me go ! Let me go I " she screaraLQd<» 
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And with a desperate effort she tore her hand from 
his grasp and caught up a sharp iron paper-file 
from the desk. 

" Put that down 1 " Flagg cried in alarm as he 
saw the wicked looking weapon. " Til break your 
arm I '' he threatened, and he threw his whole 
strength into one frightful wrench. 

She gave a sob of pain, and struck him on the 
forehead with the heavy standard of the file. The 
blow only infuriated him. 

" I'll break your damned neck, too 1 *' he 
shouted, and he grabbed her throat with both 
hands. 

" YouVe choking me 1 " she gasped. The 
words came out with difficulty and a sudden fear 
for her life came surging over her. Reversing the 
paper-file she plunged the sharp point into his 
breast with all the force she could muster. 

He staggered back, releasing her instantly, and 
gasped as if in sudden distress. 

In amazement she stood still and stared at him. 

" Ah — ah 1 You — try — to murder me ! " 
He choked over the words. "Tommy! Tom- 
my I " he called. 

" I didn't try to murder you ! " she told him, 
horrified at what she had done. 

He looked at her malevolently. 
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" Tommy ! " he cried once more, and sank int 
a chair with his face distorted with pain. Clutch 
ing the base of the file, which still protruded fron 
his breast, he tried to pull it out. Aline watchec 
him, paralyzed with fright. 

And then she heard a voice that called as ii 
from a distance: 

" You want me, Uncle Jud? " 

" Come — quick — Tommy I " Flagg answered. 

" Yes, Uncle Jud ! " And Aline could hear a 
scurrying of feet as if someone were running about 
in the room above. 

Judson Flagg, meanwhile, pulled the weapon 
from his breast. He clutched up the brooch with 
his left hand, and still holding the paper-file 
with his right he groped for the electric-button 
upon his desk. 

The sound of those hurrying footsteps galvan- 
ized Aline into action. Hei; only thought now was 
to escape. On the instant that she turned and 
started for the door Flagg pushed the button. As 
the flashlight flared he cried triumphantly: 

" I got your brooch — and I got your picture 
for the police I *' And then Judson Flagg fell for- 
ward with his face upon his desk. 

" Uncle 1 Uncle 1 Uncle Jud 1 '' Tommy called 
as he came bounding down the stairs a moment 
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later. But there was no one in the library to hear 
him. Aline had fled. And Judson Flagg lay 
sprawled upon his desk. He was dead. 

Tommy Gilbert stopped short on the threshold 
of the library. The condition of the room was 
what struck him first. His Uncle Jud was a most 
methodical man and very particular about the ap- 
pearance of his house. But here was a most as- 
tonishing disorder! Then his eyes fell upon the 
figure stretched upon the desk. 

" Uncle 1 " he said timidly. But there was no 
answer. With one terrified look at the dead man 
he rushed to the window which faced toward the 
street and throwing it up, stuck his head out into 
the night. 

" Police I police I '* he shrieked. And then he 
dashed from the room and out of the front door. 
Shivering with fear he waited upon the door-step 
for a few minutes until a man came running up to 
him. It was a patrolman who had been on his beat 
in the next block. 

Officer Donnell — that was his name — lost no 
time in calling up both his headquarters and Chief 
Dempster of the Secret Service. 

Flagg's house had for some time been under the 
watchful eye of the authorities as a suspicious 
place. Donnell happened to know that it was by 
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request of the Secret Service head that the men who 
patrolled that street had been warned to take 
special notice of anything that might go on there. 

As he had come hurrying up in response to 
Tommy Gilbert's frantic call he had blown his 
whistle as he ran. And it was only a short time 
before a police sergeant put in his appearance. 

The sergeant remained outside, while Donnell 
stayed in the library to make sure that nothing 
should be disturbed — that no evidence that might 
be detected there should be obliterated. As for 
the figure that lay limp upon the desk, with its face 
buried in the scattered papers — there was no fear 
of disturbing that. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE FILIBUSTER 

It was shortly after nine-thirty when Capt. Hol- 
brook arrived at Chief Dempster's office. 

*' Glad to see you, Captain!" the Chief ex- 
claimed, rising from a desk that he had been trying 
vainly to clear of a mass of reports and corre- 
spondence. " That'll be all I " he said to his secre- 
tary, " Let me have the letters in the morning. 
You needn't write them to-night." 

The Captain removed his coat and sat down in 
the arm-chair that was drawn up beside Dempster's 
desk. He accepted a cigar from the box that the 
Chief held out to him, lighted it, and leaned back 
as though he had not a care in the world. 

" Fm sorry for fellows like you, Bob," he ob- 
served. " You're no better off than one of your 
own prisoners. Worse, as a matter of fact! for 
if you were in jail you'd be comfortably locked up 
in your little cell at this hour of the night. But 
here you are, slaving away like mad, and no end 
to the work I " 

12Z ^ 
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" It's a grind, all right," the Chief sighed. 
" But IVc been at it so many years now I wouldn't 
know what to do with myself if I stopped." 

The Captain looked at him compassionately. 

" Cut it out, for a while," he urged. " You're 
•oft, Bob 1 You're not the man — if you'll for- 
give me for sayin' it — that you were when I first 
met you, and that's not so long ago I " 

" About fifteen years, eh? " Dempster replied. 

Holbrook nodded. 

" At New Orleans, it was. You remember, 
Bob ? I was only a youngster in those days. And 
you weren't much older, yourself. And strong as 
an ox, you were, too 1 You recall how we had that 
tussle on the dock? I Kked you, in spite of me- 
self, the moment I felt the weight of your arm." 

Dempster laughed. 

" You made me trouble enough, the Lord 
knows 1 That was my first important case in the 
Service, and I was mighty glad to nab you. Now, 
what do you know about Dutch Dugan?" the 
Chief inquired. 

" Oh I Dugan 1 " the Captain exclaimed, as if he 
had completely forgotten the purpose of his call. 
" I say, Bobl " he said suddenly, " I've an idea. 
'Twould add ten years to your life, too, if you'd 
follow it : Why don't you go into the filibustering 
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game yourself? Join Dugan, or some other good 
man — myself, for instance — and you'd not only 
make your fortune but you'd escape all this drudg- 
ery—" the Captain inclined his head toward 
the heap of papers upon the desk — " and have the 
time of your life, too. Only think 1 man, of the 
sport you could have with the fellow that succeeds 
you here 1 You'd know more about this detective 
business than he would, and it'd be the easiest thing 
in the world to play rings around himl " 

Chief Dempster grinned at the Captain's pleas- 
antry. 

" Look out, Captain I or I'll have to arrest you 
for tampering with an officer," he retorted. " Not 
that I wouldn't like to go into some sort of business 
with you," he admitted. " But I'm too long in the 
service to become a law-breaker myself. You're 
well out of that game, too," he added. " Leave 
all the contraband shipping to people like Dugan. 
You're too good a man ever to have wasted the 
years you did at that trade." 

"H-m — you're right, of course. Bob," the 
Captain answered reflectively. " I'll not dispute 
you on that point, but I'll make a confession to 
you. D'ye know ? — 'tis a great temptation to me, 
at times, just to imagine the feel of the deck of 
some trim little vessel, bouncing along through the 
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blue, tropic waters, and the soft wind a-blowing < 
me face. And Bob 1 " — the Captain put a hai 
up to his mouth and whispered — " and a cargo < 
shinin' rifles underneath me feet and the reveni 
cutters a thousand miles behind ! " 

Chief Dempster listened to this surprising a( 
mission with a frown of disapproval on his fon 
head. 

" Forget It, Captain 1 " he said. " If you don't 
the first thing you know, that imagination of your 
will get you into trouble." 

** Maybe 1 " Holbrook answered. " But I mis 
the action of it. Chief 1 You're a dangerous man 
though, for me to be talkin' to; for if I'm not 
more careful what I say to you, you'll be thinkin' 
I'm mixed up with Dugan in this Nicaragua affair 
that you mentioned this afternoon." He blew a 
smoke-ring toward the ceiling and watched it lazily 
as it hung above their heads. 

** This Dugan case bothers me, Captain," the 
Chief told him. " I have pretty reliable informa- 
tion to the effect that Dugan has bought a lot of 
condemned rifles, and a good many thousand 
rounds of ammunition. Felipe Rodriquez, Ex- 
President Vesa's right-hand man, is in this coun- 
try, — my men are watching him. And I'm pretty 
certain where those arms are going to start for. 
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Jut when, and how? That's what we can't find 
It The boys haven't been able, so far, to dis- 
)vcr a ship with a suspicious charter.'' The 
iQiicf looked appeallngly at his companion. 
"What do you think? " he asked. 

The Captain shook his head. 

" 'Tis hard to tell," he said. " But suppose I 
knew all about this thing. Bob 1 Would it be fair 
for me to give the game away ? I've known Dutch 
Dugan even longer than I have you, and — " He 
paused for a moment. " Well — do you think I'd 
give up any of your secrets to anyone ? " 

" No 1 I'm sure you wouldn't. Captain." 

" Of course not — thank you. Bob, for the ad- 
mission ! If you'd discovered all of Dugan's plans 
and sat here tellin' me about 'em now, I'd never 
breathe the information to a soul ! I'd just go on 
my own way, and mind my own business according 
to all the light that I could get shed upon it — 
wouldn't I now? " 

Dempster only nodded. He was disappointed 
not to have learned something from the Captain, 
but he thought he appreciated Holbrook's neu- 
trality in the circumstances. 

" Suppose, then — only suppose, mind you ! C 
did have an inkling in my head concerning this 
Nicaragua matter 1 Would I tell you, Bob? 
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Would I give away my old friend Dugan? Nol 
No ! You'd not want me to do that, would yc? 
Of course notl I knew you'd understand. But I 
couldn't tell you this afternoon at the Counselor's 
house." 

** See here, Captain 1" the Chief resumed. 
*' I've been thinking this thing over since I ran 
across you at Mr. Graham's. You're doing noth- 
ing at present, and an active man like you needs 
work to keep him out of mischief. See what you^ 
idleness has led you into already! You've go 
Miss Graham talked about by your attentions 
Take warning, now, and stop loafing. There* 
a good job waiting for you here in this depart 
ment. I've got more work than I know what t< 
do with — " he glanced despairingly at his desk — 
" and you're just the man to take some of it ol 
my shoulders. There's good pay in it, excite 
ment (that's what you like), and a chance a 
something bigger. I shan't be Chief forever, yoi 
knoye." 

Capt. Holbrook heard this proposal with sui 
prise — with just a shade of embarrassment, ii 
fact, for his guilty conscience gave him a twinge 
He had deceived Dempster shamelessly, he kne^ 

" Jhank ye. Bob ! But — bless ye I I wouldn' 
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\aLSt SIX months in such a berth. Td get uneasy, 
Win* to sit at a desk even now and then. Why, 
dear man 1 Just the thought of havin' a perma- 
nent address is abhorrent to me. You don't know 
mc. You don't know what a restless, roving chap 
I am." 

" Nonsense I " Dempster exclaimed. " Come I 
try it 1 For a time at least. You might like the 
work better than you think." He hoped he could 
persuade Holbrook, for he knew that the Cap- 
tain's services would be invaluable to him in just 
such aSairs as the Dugan matter. He felt that in 
wme way he must break through the wall of neu- 
traKty behind which the man had intrenched him- 
self. 

"No I No I It's impossible!" the Captain 
cried. " You'd kick me out of your office inside a 
month. I've a frightful disposition — you don't 
know how disagreeable I can be, when I'm a bit 
seedy." He was casting about in his mind for 
still more excuses, when the Chief's telephone bell 
rang. 

" Hello 1 " Dempster said. 

" Is the Chief in? '* a mellow Irish voice asked. 

" Yes — talking I " Dempster answered. 

** This is Patrolman Donnell speakin', sir. I'm 
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at Lawyer Flagg's house — you know ti 
place." 

" Yes 1 " 

** He's dead, sir — murdered 1 " 

*' When did it happen? " the Chief asked. 

" Only a few minutes ago, I think, sir. Th 
body's still warm." 

*' Have you called up Headquarters? " Demp 
ster asked. 

** No, sir. Knowin' that you was interested ii 
the goin's-on here, we thought best to 'phone yoi 
at wunst, sir." 

'We? Who's with you?" 

'* Sergeant Frazier, Chief! " 

" Good 1 Well, call up Headquarters immedi- 
ately, and I'll run over and take a look 'round." 

Dempster hung up the receiver and pushed his 
chair back from his desk. 

** There's a man killed," he explained to Hol- 
brook. " I'm going over. Want to come 
along? " 

The Captain rose at once. 

" Thanks 1" he said. "Don't think I wiUl 
I've seen lots of dead men in my time. And I'd 
be of no use to the poor fellow." 

Dempster was slipping into his coat. 

" It's a lawyer named Flagg," he continued, 
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" Judson Flagg — I don't suppose you knew 
him/' 

Capt. Holbrook was in the act of putting his 

cigar into his mouth. His hand dropped quickly. 

"Oh, hoi" he exclaimed. "Mr. Flagg? 

Yes, I met him once. . . . Now, that's too bad, if 

he's dead. I . . . (I wanted to see him again," 

he was going to say, but thought better of it). 

" I'll go along with you, after all. Bob, since it's 

on my way home." 

" Good I " Dempster exclaimed. " My car's 
outside — we'll be over there in no time. There's 
nothing like being on the ground early, in a mur- 
der case." 

" I say 1 " the Captain ventured, as they were 
spinning along the street a few minutes later, " did 
ye know Mr. Flagg yourself ? " 
The Chief grunted. 

" I knew him — yes," he replied, " but not so 
well as I wanted to. Something shady about that 
fellow I We've suspected what his play was, for 
a long time, but we never could get him with the 
goods. How did you happen to know him ? " 
Dempster asked. 

" Oh, I met him once in the course of my 
' --^vels," the Captain answered, truthfully enough. 
' But I only saw him that one time. He didn't 



■1 

I30 AT BAY 

seem to fancy me, somehow. I couldn't help 
ing that the man avoided me. Well, I'll just 
another look at him now, though it may \h 
kind to force my presence on the dead, after 
shunned by the living." 



CHAPTER IX 

CROSS PURPOSES 

Officer Donnell stood just inside the library 
door. He gazed Idly about the room. Whatever 
sign the murderer may have left behind, it had no 
interest for him. That was a matter for the ex- 
perts to discover. He was paid for patrolling his 
beat. The others might worry about who killed 
Mr. Judson Flagg. It was none of his affair — 
that he knew. 

It was perhaps a quarter of an hour after he 
had heard the boy Tommy's terror stricken voice 
as it cried out for help, that loud voices from the 
street reached Officer DonnelPs ear. 

" Stand back there or I'll bounce this club off 
your head I " he heard the sergeant say. 

" Like hell you will ! " aWoIce replied. 

Donnell went quickly to the window. 

** Need any help. Sergeant? " he called. 

But just then the sergeant said in a very different 
tone: 

13X 
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** Oh, It's you, Chief Dempster 1 Beg pardc 
Chief 1" 

** Come on, Captain 1 " Dempster said to a figu 
standing close behind him. It was Capt. He 
brook, who had been keeping his appointment ; 
Chief Dempster's house when the telephor 
brought to him the news of Flagg's murde 
They went up the steps together. 

** Donnell, Chief Dempster's comin' in I" th 
sergeant called. 

" All right. Sergeant! " Donnell stepped to th< 
door. And in another moment Dempster anc 
Holbrook were inside the room. 

** What have you got here. Officer?" the 
Chief asked. 

" Somebody's put the counselor away for the 
Big Sleep," Donnell answered cheerfully. 

"Who did it?" 

In response to the query, Donnell merely shook 
his head. 

While his friend the Chief was questioning the 
policeman, Capt. Holbrook, after a quick inspec- 
tion of the room, slowly turned his head from side 
to side, as if detecting some peculiar odor in the 
room. 

** Shot, wasn't he, Donnell? " he inquired. 

" No 1 " the officer said. 
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Capt. Holbrook appeared astonished at the 
reply. 

Wasn't? " he exclaimed incredulously. 
Stuck with one of them iron paper-files ! '* 
Donnell explained. 

" Powder-smoke in the air ! and — " he paused, 
" and perfume 1 " he said, under his breath. A 
serious look came into his eyes. 

The police officer turned again to Chief Demp- 
ster. 

'* I thought this job would be too big for the 
Headquarters men. Chief — " he began. 

" I'm not on it officially, Donnell — just to look 
it over with the Inspector. Has he been here ? " 
Dempster asked. 

Donnell shook his head. 

" Inspector just 'phoned and asked you to please 
wait for him — " he said. 

" I see ! " Dempster looked at his watch, and 
with Donnell he stepped to the desk to take a 
cursory look at the body. As they bent over the 
limp figure Holbrook stooped and picked up a rose 
that lay upon the floor near the center of the room. 
Examining the flower, he became tense and 
nervous, and with a furtive look at the others, as 
they bent over the dead man, he let the rose fall 
again where he had found it. 
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" Rig^t over the heart, judging by the bleci 
ingl" Donnell observed. Under Chief Dem) 
ster*8 eye he displayed a livelier interest in th 
case. 

" Not a bad weapon, at that I " the Chief com 
mented. 

** It's sharp all right ! Long as a Bowie knife 
tool" Donnell observed. "I was over on Six- 
teenth Street and heard the kid yellin* and I blowed 
my whistle and run up here. A minute later Ser- 
geant Frazier got here, and when we both seen 
he was dead we 'phoned Headquarters. The In- 
spector said for Frazier to guard the outside and 
me the room here till he come." 

Dempster took notice of a bruise on Flagg's 
forehead; and then made a swift examination of 
the top of the desk. As he moved about quietly 
Officer Donnell regarded him with admiration. 

In the meantime Capt. Holbrook took off his 
light topcoat and tossed it upon the sofa. He re- 
moved his hat, too^ and in a most businesslike way 
set about scanning the desk, body, and its surround- 
ings, while appearing to listen to Donnell's ex- 
planations. 

" See anybody when you got here? " Holbrook 
asked, as Donnell paused. 
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" Only the boy — he's upstairs — but he don't 
know nothing about it." 

At this information a look of relief crossed the 
Captain's face. 

" Him and the counselor lived here by them- 
selves," Donnell added. 

" Made any investigations?" the Chief asked 
the patrolman. 

" Never touched a thing, no sir ! Just as you 
see it I " Donnell answered in the proud conscious- 
ness of duty well performed. 

Dempster removed his coat. 

" Glad you came along. Captain ! " he exclaimed. 

" Ought to be an interesting case : reading the 
tale a dead man can't tell is always interesting," 
Holbrook returned casually. 

" We might look it over unofficially until the 
Inspector gets here," Dempster suggested. His 
professional curiosity was piqued by the situation. 
Holbrook agreed, and Dempster waved his hand 
about the room and smiled. There was a sort of 
challenge in his voice. 

" Let's see some of that fine work they said 
you used to do in Manila 1 " 

" They were stringin' you, Chief," Holbrook 
protested. 
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Dempster merely laughed at the Captair 
modesty, and turning to Donnell : 

" Was that window open when you got her 
Donnell? " he demanded briskly. 

** Yes, Chief. Everything as it lays," Donne 
repeated. 

Scrutinizing the floor carefully, Chief Dempste 
slowly worked toward the window. Donnell, fol 
lowing, struck a match when they reached the win 
dow, that the Chief might examine the sill mort 
closely. 

"Stand back there 1" the sergeant's voice or- 
dered from outside. He was speaking to some 
curious passer-by who had scented trouble. 

" Take my lantern, Chief 1 " Donnell said, hand- 
ing Dempster his electric flash-lantern. 

" Thanks 1 '' And then, leaning out of the win- 
dow the Chief called, ** Sergeant I Keep every- 
body away from this window." 

** Yes, sir 1 " the sergeant said obediently. And 
to the intruder he cried once more, " Get back 
there 1 " 

With Donnell's lantern in his hand Dempster 
sent its rays flashing along the entire length of the 
window-sill. Then he climbed through the win- 
dow and disappeared outside, where, on the ground 
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below, he made a careful and continued scrutiny 
for some evidence of tracks. 

While the Chief was prosecuting his search out- 
side, Capt. Holbrook, left alone with Donnell, 
looked carefully about the library. Coming upon 
a second rose, which lay badly crushed, upon the 
floor, close to the desk, he picked it up and ex- 
amined it as he had the other. Again he let it 
fall, with a quick glance at his companion. 

By this time Holbrook was in an agony of ap- 
prehension. Could it be possible? He hardly 
dared frame the question even to himself. The 
clinging perfume that he had immediately noticed 
upon entering the rooms — was it not Aline's? 
And the roses, too 1 They looked like the identi- 
cal blossoms he had chosen for her at the florist's 
that very morning I 

Keeping his eyes on Donnell, who was standing 
at the window, looking out, he made a rapid search 
over the desk. With mingled impatience and fear 
he surveyed the entire room hurriedly. And then 
he returned to the desk again. 

Flagg's left hand was clenched, and for the first 
time it struck the Captain, as he looked down upon 
the body, that the fingers might be clasped about 
some object. 
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Darting a cautious look at Donnell's back, he 
lifted the dead man's hand and forced open the 
fingers. There lay the emerald brooch, which he 
instantly recognized. He took it quickly, and let 
the inert arm fall back upon the desk. 

** Aline 1 God 1 " he groaned, and overcome by 
the confirmation of his fears, he clutched at the 
desk for support. 

*' Speak to me, sir? " Donnell asked, turning. 

** Yes — what do you find outside there? " the 
Captain asked, speaking with difficulty. 

"Nothing yetl" the officer answered, and 
turned to gaze out of the window again. 

Capt. Holbrook, regaining control over his 
emotions, put the brooch into his pocket. He 
shut Flagg's fingers again ; and then, looking about 
him, noticed the tin box upon the cabinet. He 
picked it up and tried to open it. Foiled in 
the attempt, he shook it beside his ear and lis- 
tened. 

" How many times have I got to tell you to 
stand back there 1" Holbrook stiffened at the 
loud words, and he placed the box hurriedly be- 
hind him, feigning indifference. But it was only 
the sergeant shouting his orders in front of the 
house. 

That box interested the Captain. It was just 
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the sort to hold evidence of some kind 1 he thought. 
And making sure that Officer Donnell was still 
occupied with what was going on outside, he con- 
cealed the box in the sleeve of his top-coat, which 
lay on the sofa where he had thrown it a few 
minutes before. Further search of the room 
failed to reveal any other traces of Aline. The 
Captain, however, was almost insane with worry. 
What terrible scene had taken place there? 
Baied, frantic, helpless, he stood there, gripping 
his temples as if his head would burst from the 
frightful strain, when Donnell turned away from 
the window. With an effort the Captain hid his 
apprehension. Never before had his nerves been 
so shaken. 

" Nothing outside at all 1 " Donnell told him. 

*' That's bad — not much in here, either," the 
Captain returned. 

" Pretty tough job 1 " Donnell remarked. 

Chief Dempster now pushed through the por- 
tieres from the hall. He handed the lantern back 
to Donnell and turning to Capt. Holbrook, he 
said: 

"Well, what do you make of it? " 
" Looks rather simple to me ! " the Captain an- 
swered easily. 
" Let's see — " the Chief began inquiringly. 
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** Money on table — no robbery!'* the Cap 
tain pointed out. 

** Right!'' 

** His ottTi paper- fi!:! " Capt. Holbrook added. 

** How do we know that ? '* Dempster asked 
him. 

** Receipted bills on it — below the blood-stain," 
was the explanation. 

*' Right! " the Chief agreed, nodding. 

** Stabbed in the breast! An assassin would 
have struck In the back," he asserted. ** Looks 
to me like suicide." He spoke conclusively. But 
Dempster shook his head. " Think not? " Hol- 
brook asked, as if surprised that there could be 
any other theory. 

** Look how he held the file!" Dempster re- 
plied. ** To stab himself, he'd grip it firmly by 
the base." 

** Probably changed his grip when he pulled it 
out," Holbrook theorized. 

" He pulled it out — but somebody else drove 
it in ! " the Chief declared. 

'* He might have fallen on it," the Captain 
volunteered. 

Dempster looked at him in astonishment. 

** Why, there was a violent struggle! See the 
floor ! " he exclaimed. 
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" Papers! Only wind from the window could 
do that." 

** Wind through that window would blow them 
that way ! " Chief Dempster pointed toward the 
door, whereas the papers lay in the opposite di- 
rection. 

" And the draft, hitting the wall, might whirl 
them backl " the Captain added. 

The Chief's eye fell upon the crumpled rose. 
He picked it up. 

" See this rose, Captain 1 Stepped on a dozen 
dmes in a struggle ! " he affirmed. 

" One turn of the heel would grind it that 
much." Capt. Holbrook seemed determined to 
belittle every bit of evidence that his friend seized 
upon. 

But Dempster stuck by his guns. It was a 
habit of his. That was one reason why he was 
Chief of the Secret Service. He dropped the rose 
thoughtfully. 

" A whirling Dervish couldn't have done it by 
himself! " he protested. 

" With that stiletto in him he'd move round 
pretty lively! Nothing to it, Chief! Suicide! " 

The Chief shook his head. He was surprised 
at Holbrookes obtuseness. 

" Call that boy 1 " he said to Donnell. 



142 AT BAY 

The patrolman stepped into the hall. 

" Tommy ! Come here I " he shouted. 

" Yes, sir I " Tommy Gilbert answered 

Captain Holbrook watched Dempster patroni^ 
ingly as the Chief continued his investigation. 

" Always the mistake you professional deteC-* 
tives make, Chief, is to imagine a mystery in everjT-* 
thing that's not A. B. C. to you right off the reell *^ 
he remarked. 

Dempster made no comment on this somewhafr 
condescending statement. He was examining the 
clenched left hand of Flagg when Donnell ushered 
in Tommy Gilbert. 

Chief Dempster suddenly rose. He had dis- 
covered something that did not please him, to say 
the least. 

** Who moved this hand? " he demanded. 

" Not me. Chief! " Donnell denied promptly. 

** Come here!" the Chief said to Tommy 
brusquely. 

" Did you touch anythii^ in this room before 
the police came ? " 

" No, sir." 

Dempster was angry. The business of the 
hand bothered him. He was sure that it did not 
lie then as it had when he first arrived upon the 
scene. 



CROSS PURPOSES 143 

" Don't lie to me I " he snapped. 
"Honest, sirl " the lad assured him. 
"Who's been here to-night? " 
For the briefest instant Tommy hesitated. 
Capt. Holbrook caught his eye and unseen by 
Dempster gave him a peculiar look. 

Now, Tommy missed his Uncle Jud's advice. 
He had seen Holbrook twice before that day, and 
though he knew his uncle had refused to see the 
Captain upon his second call, nevertheless the for- 
lorn boy was drawn to Holbrook as to a friend. 
Something in Holbrook's eye seemed to warn .him 
to keep back what he could, and he resolved to 
he cautious. 
"AmanI"hetoldthe Chief. 
" What's his name ? " 
Again Tommy hesitated. 

** I don't know, sir," he replied, after looking 
at Holbrook again. 

" Did he come before or after I was here ? " 
Capt. Holbrook asked the boy, surprising Chief 
Dempster by his question, for the Captain had 
not mentioned the fact of his call upon the dead 
man. 
** About an hour after,*' Tommy said. 
*^You were here to-night. Captain?" Demp- 
ster exclaimed. 
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** Oh, yes, Chief. But the boy said ] 
wasn't at home," the Captain answered easi 

"Why?" Dempster asked bluntly. 

" Business I " 

"What business?" 

** Personal," was the prompt answer. Ai 
Tommy he added, ** And I'll bet you lied t 
when you said he was out, didn't you ? " 

" He — he didn't want to see you ag 
Tommy stammered. 

** But who was the other man that came 
I did?" 

*' I don't know, sir." 

** Oh, yes, you do ! Out with it 1 His nar 
Dempster glared threateningly at the 
Tommy quailed before such harshness. His 
cle Jud had always spoken softly to him. 

*' Albert Jones ! It's on the file there ! " 

"What did he want?" 

Perceiving Tommy's reluctance to answer 
Chief turned to Officer Donnell. 

" Got any handcuffs, Donnell? " 

The other nodded and reached toward his 
pocket. 

" Sure, Chief! " he hastened to answer. 

This very mild form of the " third deg 
brought prompt results. 
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"Please don't 1 He sold my uncle a letter I 
It's in the drawer there ! " Tommy was trem- 
bling now. 

Dempster opened the drawer at which the lad 
pointed, and picked up a letter that lay on top. 

"This it? " he asked. 

Tommy nodded; and as Dempster proceeded 
to read the letter Holbrook asked the boy — 

"What became of the man?" 

** He went away before I went to bed." 

Dempster looked up from his reading. 

"I always thought blackmail was Flagg's 
game I " he exclaimed, dropping the letter back in 
the drawer. " Who killed your uncle? " he asked 
Aen, wheeling upon the frightened boy. 

" I don't know, sir. I was in bed and he called 

me--." 

"What time?" 

"About eleven, I think. I opened my door 
2nd answered." 

"Where's your room?" 

"At the head of the stairs. I hurried down 
here and Uncle was — was dead." 

" And then — ^" The Chief prodded him on. 

" I opened the window and called * Police 1 ' " 

Officer Donnell grinned. He could vouch for 
that statement. 
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** You could have heard him across the Po- 
tomac I " he informed his superior. 

** And you left the window open? " Dempster 
asked the boy. 

Tommy nodded. 

" How long," asked Holbrook, " how long 
after your uncle called before you got in here? " 

** About half a minute." 

" And you're sure there was nobody here at 
all? " Holbrook asked, for he wished there to be 
no doubt upon that point. 

" No, sir." 

Capt. Holbrook glanced significantly at Demp- 
ster. 

** Only one answer. Chief! " he said. 

But Dempster was intent upon his cross-exami- 
nation. 

" This rose I " He picked up the flower. 
" Where'd this come from? " 

" I don't know, sir." Tommy left his seat 
upon the sofa and stepped forward, the better to 
examine the battered blossom. " My uncle didn't 
have any roses." 

" He might have bought out a florist after the 
boy went upstairs ! " Capt. Holbrook was delib- 
erately doing everything he could to confuse the 
scent 
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" Did you hear the outside door before or after 
you came in here? " 

Tommy shook his head in answer to the Chief's 
question. 

"You opened the window right away?" It 
was Holbrook who spoke. 
*'Yes, sir." 

"And you stayed upon the door-step until you 
saw the police coming? " 
Tommy nodded. 

*And you didn't see anybody running away? " 
"No, sir." 

"And you didn't, Donnell?" 
*No," Donnell answered. 
'Before the boy got the window open she 
niadc the corner," Dempster interrupted. There 
was conviction in the Chief's voice. 

*^She, Chief?" Holbrook presented to his 
friend Dempster an excellent imitation of a puz- 
zled face. 

**It was a woman. You thought so yourself 
when you first came in!" Dempster reminded 
him. 
"I thought so?" 
** You caught perfume in the air ! " 
*' Perfume isn't confined to women," the Cap- 
tain objected. 
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" I think a woman called my uncle on tl 
'phone," Tommy volunteered. 

At this bit of information Capt Holbroo 
looked anxious. 

** Who was she ? " Dempster asked quickly. 

Tommy shook his head. 

"When did she call?" 

" While the man was here — about half-pas 
ten," the boy said. 

** Was she to come here? " 

" I _ think so." 

" Now, will you be good, Captain? " Demp- 
ster shot a glance of triumph at Holbrook. It 
pleased him immensely to have scored over the 
cock-sure Captain. He picked up the telephone 
then, as the Captain turned to Tommy. 

** Did you see her? " Holbrook almost feared 
to put the question. 

** I went to bed before she was to come." 

Meanwhile the Chief began talking to the tele- 
phone manager. 

** This is Chief Dempster of the Secret Serv- 
ice. I'm talking over Judson Flagg's 'phone — 
Main 191. Please find out for me if you can, at 
once, what number called this number about half- 
past ten to eleven. It is vitally important I'll 
call you again ! " 



ni 
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As he was speaking an inspector arrived, com- 
ing from Police Headquarters with a plain-clothes 
man, Joe Hunter by name. 

" Hello, Chief I Sorry I'm late," the Inspector 
apologized. 

" That's all right. Inspector." 

" What does it amount to?'* 

" Murder — and a tough proposition, too I " 

The Inspector glanced at Hunter. 

" Look it over, Joe, while I talk to the Chief," 
he (Krected. 

The plain-clothes man straightway began a si- 
lent and systematic examination, while the In- 
spector and Dempster proceeded to discuss the 
salient features of the case. They were moving 
about the room, when something arrested their 
attention. 

" Tommy 1 This is a flashlight, isn't it?" 

The lad nodded to the Chief. 

" For that camera ? " He pointed at the kodak 
that stood upon the bookcase. 

" Yes, sir." 

" Where do those wires run ? " 

" The desk," Tommy replied. 

"Oh I Did he take pictures?" the Chief 
asked. 

Tommy nodded again. 
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"Himself?'' 

" Yes, sir." 

"What for?'' 

" I don't know, sir." 

" Take any to-night? " the Chief inquired. 

"I — I think so . . ." Tommy seemed em- 
barrassed by this question. 

" Out with it, kid 1 " the Inspector growled. 

" The man's picture ..." Tommy confessed, 
lamely. 

" Tell us about It quick, or you'll get a free 
ride ! " The Inspector stood over the boy im- 
patiently. 

" The camera stayed up there " — indicating the 
top of the bookcase — " with a plate in it, and the 
flashlight ready. My uncle always took any- 
body's picture when they first came to see him." 

" Did he get mine ? " Holbrook asked comic- 
ally. 

" No, sir." 

" Go on 1 " the Inspector ordered. 

" My uncle just pushed the button and the 
camera opened and the flash exploded. When 
my uncle called me I heard the flash — and I 
heard my uncle say, * I got your picture for the 
police I ' " 

"That's the stuff I There was your powder- 
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smoke, Captain I " The Chief was exultant now. 
" * Got your picture for the police ' — don't sound 
like suicide, does it? " 

" No — it sounds like a pipe-dream to me ! " 
the Captain sniffed. 

" Take charge of that camera, Donnell," the 
Inspector directed. " And don't let it out of your 
hands a second." 

" Yes, sir," Donnell answered, picking up the 
kodak. 

" I didn't take any notes. Inspector," Dempster 
remarked. 

" Joe I Take down some notes while we go 
over it with the Chief 1" the Inspector said to 
his assistant Hunter took a note-book from his 
pocket. 

" Come here 1 " Chief Dempster beckoned to 
the boy Tonmiy. " That man Jones, did he stay 
in the room when she telephoned? " 

** I took him in there." Tommy pointed to the 
door behind Flagg's desk. 

"What's there?" the Inspector asked. 

" Private room ! " 

" We'll look at it! " the Inspector said, and the 
three of them, 'Dempster, the Inspector, and Hun- 
ter, followed the boy into the adjoining room. 

Left alone with Donnell, Capt. Holbrook lost 
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no time in cultivating that worthy ofEcer's ac- 
quaintance. 

*' Didn't you have a brother named Mike 
Donnell in the Fifth Cavalry? " he inquired in hit 
most affable manner. 

Donnell smiled. He was pleased by the Cap- 
tain's attention. 

** No, Captain I" 

" You favor each other very much," Holbrook 
told him. And then, walking over to where Ac 
patrolman stood, the Captain pretended to exam- 
ine the camera that Donnell was still holding, un- 
der orders of the Inspector. 

'* Old-fashioned sort of camera I " he ventured. 

" Looks like a good one . . ." Donnell re- 
joined, glancing at his precious burden. 

" 'Tis — German lens 1 " the Captain re- 
marked. And he changed the subject abruptly. 
*' This Donnell I knew in the army used to be on 
the New York police force — ^" Holbrook began. 
And taking the bull by the horns, so to speak, he 
reached out a hand and gave a gentle tug at the 
plate-holder. His attempt was futile. But Don- 
nell, fortunately, did not notice anything out of 
the way, Holbrook was standing so close beside 
him. " Yes — fine fellow, too, Mike ! " the Cap- 
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tain continued. " How long you been on the 
force?" 

" About five years — goln' on five.'* 

"Like it?" 

" It's a meal ticket," Donnell answered, with an 
easy smile. 

** Which is the best on the average — the sal- 
ary or the pickings ? " 

Donnell grinned broadly at the question; and 
then with a fine assumption of innocence he ex- 
claimed — 

"Pickings? What's that?" 

" Anything that comes to you easy," the Cap- 
tain laughed. **Have a cigar, Donnell!" He 
held out a cigar, and let it fall with feigned clumsi- 
ness just as Donnell's fingers started to close on 
it. "I beg your pardon! Have you got it? 
Yes? Good!" 

As Donnell bent over to retrieve the weed, 
which lay by his foot, on his right, Captain Hol- 
brook, upon his left, deftly extracted the coveted 
plate-holder from the camera. He had already 
placed it safely in his coat pocket when Donnell 
straightened up again. 

" A policeman who doesn't know what pick- 
ings is ! " the Captain bantered. 
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" Yes I But you know this ain't New York," 
Donnell explained, with a knowing grin. 

"Yes, I know — but a policeman is a police- 
man, the world over," Holbrook rejoined. 

" I guess that ain't no lie I " Donnell admitted. 

The Captain moved away from him. 

" You're all right, Donnell I And if anything 
ever happens here — and you can't tell when it 
will happen, you know — maybe I can help you 
get a star in the Big Town 1 " 

"Think you could, sir?" Donnell asked wist- 
fully. The Captain was picking up his top-coat 
and hat now. 

"I might! I might I" he half promised. 
And of Dempster, who at that moment returned 
to the library, he inquired, " Can I help ye any, 
Chief?" 

" No, thanks I " 

Holbrook calmly looped his coat over his arm. 

'* Chief, I don't suppose we can get back to that 
filibustering matter to-night? " 

" No, Captain 1 This has put a crimp in it," 
Dempster answered impatiently. 

" Well, can I be of any service to you? " Hol- 
brook acted as if nothing could give him greater 
pleasure. 

"No, thanks 1" 
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Capt. Holbrook strolled to the door, where he 
turned and paused. 

"Well, good luck I Good-night, gentlemen! " 
be said, and in another moment the draperies had 
closed behind him. 

In the center of the room Officer Donnell still 
guarded the precious camera. 



CHAPTER X 

THE SUPREME TEST 

Barnadino, Capt. Holbrook's Filipino boy, 
stood looking out of a window of his master's 
apartments. It was late, and Barnadino had ex- 
pected his beloved Captain to return a whole hour 
earlier. He had been peering anxiously out into 
the street for some time before he recognized, at 
last, the familiar stride of the Captain as he came 
within range of the street light upon the nearest 
corner. 

Barnadino turned sharply away from the win- 
dow and quickly placed a decanter and glasses 
upon the table, in preparation for the Captain's 
home-coming. Then the boy opened the door and 
stood at attention. In another moment his mas- 
ter, carrying his coat upon his arm, stepped briskly 
into the room. Barnadino took his hat and 
coat. 

" Hold on, Barney ! " the Captain exclaimed. 
" I've got something up me sleeve 1 " He pro- 
duced a tin box from inside the overcoat and 
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placed It upon the table. Barney, looking on with 
blinking eyes, immediately examined the other 
sleeve. But his curiosity was unrewarded. The 
coat contained no more mysteries. 

From the pocket of his dinner-jacket Holbrook 
next drew forth a photographic plate-holder, which 
he deposited beside the box. In a business-like 
fashion he proceeded immediately to take off his 
coat, hanging it over a chair in the most approved 
bachelor style. Turning up his shirt-sleeves then, 
he took up the plate-holder and disappeared into 
his bed-room — a small room opening off the large 
<>ne, which was half dining-room, half library. 

** Barney I Barney 1 " he called, returning soon 
^ith an unlighted red lamp and a pan for develop- 
^^^8 plates. 

** Yes, sir! " the boy answered promptly. 

Capt. Holbrook seated himself at the table. 

" There was a bottle of ' hypo ' in my cupboard 
^^ where is it? " he asked, as he lighted the lamp. 

"What, sir?" 

" The stuff youVe seen me pour in this pan I " 

" Bottle? " Barney repeated, with a blank look. 

"Yesl" 

" Don't know. Captain 1 '* 

" You must find it," Holbrook declared. 

" Don't know ! " Barney repeated doubtfully, 
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starting for the room his master had just emer 
from. 

" It's not there 1 " The Captain rose from th<r 
table impatiently. " Big bottle — says * H-Y- 
P-0 ' on the label — big spring-water bottle 1 " 

" Oh I Yes, sir I " Barney went to the buffet 
and kneeled in front of it, reaching a hand in 
among whiskey, and various other, bottles. 

"My God I In the buffet I'* The Captain 
was startled. 

" This, Captain ? " The boy held up the chem- 
ical for Holbrook's inspection. 

" That's it. Did you give anyone a drink of 
it?" 

" Not yet, sir." 

"Well, wait till I tell you before you do." 
Capt. Holbrook started for his bed-room with the 
precious " hypo." 

"Yes, sir!" 

"And don't drink any of it yourself I" he 
warned Barney. 

" Yes, sir." 

" That'll send you back to Manila, Bamadino, 
in a pine box I Now get Dr. Elliott on the 'phone 
and tell him I'm sick — to come as fast as he 



can. 
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" Doc' Elliott 1 " the boy repeated, as if to 

^nemorize the name. 
" Yes I His number's in the little book. E — 

twoL's — I — O andtwoT'sI" 

" Yes, sir ! " Barney's nose was already buried 
w the telephone directory. 
"And after that give me a pot of tea." 

" Tea I " Barney looked surprised. He 
glanced at the decanter, and back again at the 
Captain. 

** Tea I " Holbrook repeated the word dis- 
tinctly, and closed the door of the bed-room be- 
hind him. 

"Yes, sir I" Barney answered dutifully, al- 
:hough the Captain had vanished; and then, tak- 
ng up the telephone, he asked for Dr. Elliott's 
lumber. As he waited for the connection his mas- 
er reappeared in the doorway. 

" Tell him I'm near dead," he directed, as an 
ifterthought, and shut the door again. 

Barney bowed politely as the closed door. 

" Yes, sir 1 " he said. And then, getting the 
lumber, "Hello I Is this Doc' Elliott? This 
s Capt. Holbrook's boy. Yes, sir I Capt. Hol- 
)rook is very sick. You please come damn quick I 
[s life and death." 



I 
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" What's the trouble? " the doctor inquired. 

" I dunno, sir. Is very sick." Barney paused. 
" I ask him 1 " he said. He went to the door of 
the bed-room and knocked. 

" Don't open thatl " the Captain shouted. 

"No, sir I Please I" the boy called, "Cap- 
tain ! the doctor says what is your sick trouble ? " 

" Appendicitis 1 " came the muffled reply. 

" Benticitis? " Barney asked doubtfully. 

" Yes ! Appendicitis 1 " 

"Yes, sir!" And returning to the tele- 
phone — "Hello! Is Doctor Elliott? . . . 
Captain says is Benticitis! Yes, sir — Benti- 
citis ! " 

" Where is he now? " the doctor asked. 

" His room, sir! " 

" What has he eaten or drunk? " 

" I don't know, sir — maybe one bottle 
' hypo,' " Barney informed the doctor. 

" What's that? " The doctor's voice sounded 
incredulous. 

" H-Y-P-OI " Barney spelled the word care- 
fully. ..." That's the sign on the bottle. Yes, 
sir." He waited for the doctor's answer. 
" Right away? Thank you, Doc' Elliott! " He 
hung up the receiver and crossed the room to the 
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closed door again, behind which Holbrook was 
busily developing the plate that he had abstracted 
from Flagg's camera. 

" Captain 1 " 

" What's he say? " Holbrook called. 

" He come right away." 

"Good!" 

" I get the tea, please I " 

" Yes I " the Captain assented in a far-away 
voice. 

Thereupon Barney went into the Captain's small 
kitchen and set about his most unusual task of 
brewing tea at midnight. He had not been gone 
long from the living room when Holbrook 
emerged, holding the developed plate in his hand. 

** Ah I " he exclaimed, in a tone of pity. " Poor 
Kttle girll There it is, and the damned villain 
leaning over the table I [There's the whole 
story!" 

He held the plate up to the light and examined 
it carefully, and with a sigh laid it upon the table. 
Taking up the tin box he tried to open it with the 
poker, and failing, procured the knife-steel from 
the buffet, with which he quickly pried the lid free. 
He picked up a letter, which was uppermost in the 
box. 
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" Letters I " he said to himself. He read t^^ 
inscription. 






Hon. George Morton, 

House of Representatives. 



" Lady's hand ! " the Captain mused. 

Next he found a little red leather book, full o^ "* 
addresses. Seeing that it was indexed, he tumec^ 
to the initial " G," where he read — 

• 

'' Graham, Aline — daughter of Gordon Gra- ' 
ham, district attorney. One letter, own hand and 
signature. Secret marriage.^' 

"By Godl" he exclaimed, "she's a good 
woman, or I never met one! " 

" Tea is here. Captain 1 " Barney had returned 
bearing a tray. 

" Pour me a cup and let it cool a little," Hol- 
brook ordered. 

"Cream?" 

" No cream — and no sugar." 

" Yes, sir." 

Then Capt. Holbrook, with the photographic 
plate In his hand, walked over to the fire-place 
and dropped the square of glass upon the bricks. 
It broke into a score of pieces. But he was not 
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satisfied with anything but complete obliteration 

of the damning evidence. He picked up the 

poker and carefully ground each small fragment 

*ito bits. Then he dumped the contents of the 

t^ox into the grate and touched a blazing match 

^c> the dead man's precious hoard. In a few min- 

'^tres nothing but ashes remained of the treasures 

^tiat Judson Flagg had guarded so carefully. 

After the last flicker of flame had died away, 
^^olbrook put on his coat and stepped to the tele- 
lone. While he waited for his number he 
slled — 
** Barney, clean up that mess I made In there, 
ut the pan and the red lamp away." 
** Yes, sir." Barney sprang at once to do his 
t^idding. 

" Hello I Seven — two — four ? Your night 
city editor, please! . . . This is Capt. Lawrence 
Ilolbrook. You promised Mr. Graham this 
afternoon to publish a denial of the engagement 
of his daughter Miss Aline Graham to me. . . . 
Well, never mind the denial. Let the matter go 
as it lies. . . . Yes, sir, this is Holbrook him- 
self." And after a pause the Captain added, 
" Exactly, — premature but quite right I And I'm 
sorry to have troubled you at all, sir.'* Then in 
response to the newspaper man's congratulations, 
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— " TTiank you 1 The same to you and many <y * 
them 1 " 

As he turned away from the telephone the Cajr^^ 
tain's face wore a distinct look of relief. He ha(^ 
acted on the courage of his convictions. No mat-^ 
ter what hidden chapter of Aline's life Judson 
Flagg might have unearthed, he was firm in his be- 
lief that her part in it had been honorable. 

He was about to sample Barney's tea when 
someone knocked. He opened the door himself. 

" Ah, Doctor 1 Thank you I You're prompt.'* 

•* Hello 1 Under the weather?" Dr. EUiott 
inquired, shaking hands with the Captain. 

" Not a bit! " Holbrook assured him. ** Come 
inl" 

" Your boy," the doctor began, " your boy 
said — " 

"I know! I told him!" Holbrook inter- 
rupted. " I wouldn't 'a bothered you only it's life 
and death. Doctor, and 'twas only a step from 
your place." 

The doctor put down his hat. 

'* There's some whiskey," the Captain sug- 
gested. 

Dr. Elliott looked curiously at the cup that stood 
upon the table beside the decanter. 

" What's that? " he asked, thinking it might be 
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some strange Oriental concoction of Holbrook's 
Filipino boy. 

** Tea I I need something and I can't risk that 
to-night,'* Holbrook explained, pointing to the 
^v^hiskcy. " But help yourself, I'm no fanatic." 
Dr. Elliott shook his head. 
" Thanks I What can I do for you, Captain ? " 
t^e asked. 

Captain Holbrook grew suddenly serious. 
"Judson Flagg — the divorce lawyer — has 
J ^ist died suddenly — only — an hour — ago." 
t^e paused, as Barney came into the room. The 
*>oy had heard voices and thinking he might be 
^^f assistance in serving the Captain's guest he now 
^tood awaiting his master's pleasure. 
Holbrook shook his head. 
" Go to your room, Barney, and wait till I call 
"you," he said. 
" Yes, sir." 

" Barney? " Dr. Elliott inquired, as the boy left 
the room by the door. The name seemed curi- 
ously Irish for the quaint little brown man. 

" A Filipino boy ! His name's Barnadino. 
I've cut off the * dino ' and made him a Christian." 
He closed the door after the servant, and re- 
sumed. *' Chief Dempster called Flagg's death a 
murder. I called it a suicide." 
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" Well? " Dr. Elliott could not see how this 
concerned him. 

** There'll be an autopsy. The coroner will be 
under the domination, or at least under the influ- 
ence, of the police. I want an independent sur- 
geon present — a man of personal courage and 
of authority in his profession. I want you 
there." 

" I can't do that." Dr. Elliott appeared un- 
comfortable. 

Holbrook turned to him in surprise. 

"You can't do what?" 

" Assist in the autopsy." Dr. Elliott had no de- 
sire to be involved in any police case. 

" You can witness it, can't you ? " Holbrook 
asked. 

" I don't care to." 

"Who does care to? But as a duty? I've a 
vital interest in believing that man a suicide," the 
Captain declared with some heat. 

"You are asking me to distort the facts?" 
Dr. Elliott was puzzled more than a little by the 
Captain's strange request. 

"Do you think I'd insult you? To prevent 
their distortion I want a man of my own to see 
all that's done there or discovered. It's a mat- 
ter of life and death, Doctor, and every move 
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must be covered expertly. There'll be the best 
lawyers money can get and they'll want to confer 
with a man of their kind — the best surgeon 
money can get; not a coroner — Dr. Francis Elli- 
ott — the last word in his profession ! " 

" When is this? " Dr. Elliott asked him. 
At daylight, I think. I'll find out 1 " 
My assistant," the doctor began, " my assist- 
ant could — " 

" Your assistant won't do," the Captain cried. 
" Would you send your assistant if I was to be cut 
open myself? " he asked. 

•*No, but— " 

" This is a thousand times more important to 
me," the Captain protested earnestly. He felt 
that he must, in some way, persuade Dr. Elliott to 
his plan. 

" Who's that? " the surgeon asked nervously as 
a knock sounded on the door. 

Holbrook paused thoughtfully a moment before 
answering the summons. Then, as he opened the 
door he cried joyfully, and with great relief — 

" Ah 1 Father Shannon — come in ! " 

*' I've very urgent business, Captain," the priest 
said, and his face did not belie his statement. 

" I'm just going." Dr. Elliott picked up his 
hat. 
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The Captain stepped quickly in front of hinif 
barring his way to the door. 

" Not without your promise to do what I've 
asked you 1 " he begged. 

There was that in the man's face that made 
Dr. Elliott pause. He looked searchingly at Hol- 
brook. He had always liked the Captain; and 
this really seemed to be a matter that concerned 
him deeply. Well! for once he would put aside 
his resolve to let criminal cases alone. 

" I promise I " he agreed. 

The Captain shook him warmly by the hand. 

"God bless you!" he said fervently. "I'll 
'phone you the hour." 

As soon as the Captain had closed the door upon 
his guest the priest said : 

" Larry, there's a lady in my taxicab down- 
stairs." 

" Herself? " 

Father Shannon nodded. " To see you," he 
added. 

" Bring her up, please I " Holbrook told him. 

Father Shannon turned to him solemnly. 

" Are you alone? " he asked. 

" Only my Filipino boy! He'll not come till I 
call him." 

While Father Shannon was out of the room. 
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having gone down to get his companion, the Cap- 
tain looked critically about the place. For the 
first time he was not entirely pleased with his 
quarters. Picking up the tray on which stood the 
decanter of whiskey and glasses he started toward 

the buffet with it ; but he stopped on his way across 

the room. 

"Why all this finesse?" he asked himself. 

And he replaced the tray upon the table. Going 

to the door, then, he opened it and waited. 



CHAPTER XI 

THE BEAT OF A SPARROW's WING 

*' Aline 1 " Holbrook cried with mingled joy ai 
concern, as she came to him. With Father Sha^^ 
non she hurried through the hall and quickly wei 
into the apartment. 

The Captain closed the door behind them. 

" Won't you lock that? " the priest asked him^ 
He realized that Miss Graham's presence in Hol- 
brook's apartment at that hour, even under his 
own escort, was unconventional, to say the least, 
and he did not want the girl to be seen. 

" The door has a spring-lock. Father," the Cap- 
tain explained. And to Aline he said: 

" Dear lady, you make me the proudest man in 
the world ! " 

But Father Shannon had no patience now with 
the Captain's love-making. 

"Don't waste a minute!" he urged. " M!ss 
Graham has serious news for you, Captain ! " 

" They're coming to arrest you ! " Aline cried, 

almost tearfully. 

170 
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" Arrest me? '* He could hardly believe that 
he heard rightly. He had not even hoped for 
such good luck. It occurred to him immediately 
that being under suspicion himself, he could easily 
keep the police occupied with his own movements, 
and divert them all the more surely from Aline. 

" A man has been killed to-night, Capt. Hol- 
brook,'* she said, brokenly. 

" I saw the body," he said. 

"Lawyer Flagg! " 

** The same," the Captain said, without sorrow. 

*' Our door bell rang. It startled me. I was 
up and awake and dressed. I looked over the 
banisters . . . Chief Dempster to see my father. 
In the hall he spoke your name I " The words 
came hysterically, as if she were laboring under 
a tremendous strain. 

Holbrook patted her shoulder softly. 

" Take it gently, and sit down, my dear I " he 
urged. " Father — " he began, turning to the 
priest. 

"Hear her out. Captain 1" Father Shannon 
begged, holding up a beseeching hand. 

" I went downstairs and listened at the door as 
they talked in the library," she continued. " The 
Chief telephoned Police Headquarters. The rail- 
way stations were to be watched. You were to 
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be arrested yourself. Oh, Captain I A kind of 
panic seized me. There was only one person I 
could think of to help me — to help you. I 
went out of the back door and over to him 1 " 
She looked gratefully at Father Shannon. 

"To keep me from being arrested?'* The 
Captain looked as if he had diflBiculty not to gather 
her in his arms. 

" Yesl " she answered simply. 

" 'Twas her first and last thought," Father 
Shannon interrupted. " Tell him all the story, 
daughter ! " 

" All ? " She shrank back as though in terror. 

** Just as you told it to me ! " the priest pleaded. 

She turned fearfully to the Captain. 

" Oh ! " she cried in anguish. 

** Not a word of it unless you want to I " Hol- 
brook assured her. It hurt him to see her suffer 
so. 

" I know him, my dear! It's best to tell him," 
Father Shannon encouraged her. 

It cost her an effort to control herself so that 
she could go on. 

" I — " She choked over the words. 

Holbrook shook his head disapprovingly at 
Father Shannon. 
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" My dear girl 1 " he protested. He could not 
bear to see her so troubled. 

" I killed him ! " she managed to confess at last, 
with a convulsive gasp. 

The Captain glanced at Father Shannon. 

"She defended herself!" he declared. And 
going to her, " Why, Aline 1 Don't let it drive 
the color from your cheek I " he said. 

She raised her swimming eyes to his. 

" And they think you did it! " 

He shook his head and for an instant he ap- 
peared almost amused, as he thought of the way 
he had spoiled Dempster's evidence. 

"Oh, no! They don't think that; but they 
think I know," he corrected her. 

" And you did know? " the priest exclaimed. 

Holbrook bent over the girl tenderly as he an- 
swered : 

" Yes, I knew." 

She winced as though he had struck her. 

** You — despise me — " she stammered. 

"I — adore you," he said quietly. 

She paced the floor restlessly. 

" I never meant to kill him. He took hold of 
my arms. I got one hand loose and struck him. 
My blow had no effect. There was something in 
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my hand — a paper-file — like a big hat-pin. 
His hand was on my throat. I struck again. I 
couldn't see. I don't know what happened, but 
he was lying in a chair pulling that paper-file from 
his breast. Then he got up ; I looked back. He 
had fallen across the desk. He called for help; 
I ran. I didn't know I'd killed him — until Chief 
Dempster telephoned to my father.'* The horror 
of the scene came over her again as she told the 
tragic story. She spoke rapidly, as the dreadful 
details crowded fast upon her consciousness. 

Holbrook asked her, as she paused: 

" The Chief 'phoned first before he came? " 

" Yes. That's why I dressed. I thought they 
were coming to take me. I lived over and over 
the disgrace of it. If there'd been anything to 
take I'd have killed myself! " Her hands clasped 
and unclasped nervously; and her eyes roved 
ceaselessly about the room. Holbrook, and the 
priest too, noted with compassion these signs of 
her mental anguish. 

" You said nothing at all to your father? '* It 
was the Captain who asked the question. 

"Nol" 

" Poor child I " he said tenderly. 

" Then your words came into my mind," she 
told him. 
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" What words, my dear? " 
" Ohl about Father Shannon — this afternoon: 
*Tell him everything. AH you've told me and 
all you haven't told me.' " 
Her lover smiled at her. 
" 'Twas the one thing to do I " he exclaimed. 
Her eyes sought the priest with a world of 
gratitude shining in them. 

** He will go with me through all of it — the 
jail — the trial — the disgrace ! " 

Her apprehension was pitiful to see. It wrung 
Holbrook's heart that she should suffer so. 

" There'll be no disgrace," he reassured her. 
" Why, Aline — " 

** But you mustn't be Talsely accused for my 
crime," she objected. 

" There's no crime about it," he hastened to tell 
her. 

Upon hearing this statement from the Captain, 
Father Shannon gave a sigh of relief. Perhaps, 
after all, the matter was not so serious as he had 
supposed, he said to himself. It might be that he 
had been needlessly alarmed by Miss Graham's 
astonishing story. She was an excitable girl, it 
appeared. At all events, it was reassuring to 
have the Captain's opinion, for Larry was dis- 
tinctly of the world — a man of action. 
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" Tell us what's to be done, Captain," the pri 
asked. 

** Who saw you come out of your home? " H< 
brook asked the girl quickly. 

"No one!" 

** Go back and be quiet," he advised. 

She looked at him doubtfully. 

** To-morrow they'll arrest me too," she ai 
swered. 

** Perhaps they won't," he said. 

" Yes! There was a brooch — ^" she began. 

" Your mother's brooch — the emerald? " H( 
put his hand into a pocket. 

**Yes!" 

Holbrook held out his hand. 

" I thought you'd want it," he observed. 

She looked down at his palm in astonishment. 
There lay the emerald brooch ! It was not to be 
mistaken. 

"Oh!" She gave a little gasp of astonish- 
ment, and taking the jewel from the Captain's 
hand she asked Father Shannon quickly: 

" Is it wicked to think of escape — to think of 
keeping silent? " 

" It's very human, my child. I can't advise you 
to do less," he replied with the utmost compassion. 
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" No I It's hopeless — hopeless ! " She was 
plunged into the deepest despair again. 

''What's hopeless?" Captain Holbrook asked 
her. He might have been speaking to a child, 
so gentle and indulgent was his tone. Indeed, he 
knew that she was not quite herself, so shaken was 
she by this tragedy that had been so fatefuUy 
thrust upon her. 

" My name! " she cried, with renewed terror. 
" The man has my name — written in a red mo- 
rocco book I " 

Holbrook shook his head. 

" Destroyed! " he said, ** together with a pack- 
age of blackmailing letters. I burned them all 1 " 

" I have the one that belongs to me," she told 
him, and she put one hand to her bosom. " Will 
you read it? " she offered him the letter that she 
had carried away from Judson Flagg's house. 

" Why should I read it? " he asked her. 

** It will tell you why I was there, in Flagg's 
house," she answered, with bowed head. 

** Does Father Shannon know? " 

She nodded, but could say no more. 

** This index told me of a secret marriage," 
Holbrook said after a pause. 

" Yes — a secret marriage. But not a true 
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one! Just a pretense to fool a girl that — thx^ 
believed him," she answered brokenly. 

" Pretense ? *' Holbrook repeated in surprise. 

" A mockery arranged by a scoundrel ! " Fath^^ 
Shannon explained indignantly. 

The girl turned toward Holbrook pitiful!)^' 
She hardly dared look into his eyes, for fear C^^ 
what she might see there. 

" Don't — don't hate me 1 " she begged. 

" Hate you 1 Would I hate a bird with ^ 
broken wing? Don't turn away," he said gentljr^ 
as she hid her face from him. " My business wil^ 
be to find this man — whoever he is — and brings 
him to your feet." 

Her face was buried in her hands now. 

" I never want to see him again I '* she moaned. 

" I want one look at him," Holbrook said 
fiercely. And then he turned to the priest. 

" But we're losing time. Father Shannon I If 
they're coming for me — take Miss Graham 
away ! " 

She raised her head quickly. 

" It's too cowardly to hide while you're in 
danger 1 " she protested. 

Holbrook gave a low laugh. 

" What danger? I was a mile away at the 
time — and every hour they waste over me an 
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hour's dust mercifully and justly settles over your 
dear foot-prints I " 

She gazed at him for a moment without speak- 
ing. 

** You're the bravest and most wonderful man 
I ever knew I " she cried. 

He turned to Father Shannon humorously then. 

" That's what I told her father this afternoon ! " 
he remarked. 

And then a knock at the door drove the smile 
from his face. 

** Oh! " Aline cried in a low voice, turning to 
the Captain instinctively. 

He put his arm around her protectingly. 

" Oh 1 God bless them I " he said. And to 
Father Shannon, who had started in alarm, he 
added, " Let 'em knock again 1 " 

" They've come to arrest you ! " Aline whis- 
pered fearfully to her lover. 

There was another knock now, and louder than 
the first. 

" Well! What is it? " Holbrook called. 

" Dempster ! I want to see you, Larry ! " came 
the muflSed reply. 

" All right ! Come in ! " the Captain bade him. 

" Go here ! " he directed Aline, leading her to 
^ Jiis bcd-rppni; where he had developed the plate. 
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She obeyed him without question, and he quickly 
closed the door after her. 

" You stay I " he said to Father Shannon, who 
was looking at him doubtfully. " Sit downl " he 
added, pointing to a chair. And with that he 
opened the door into the hall. 

"Come in, gentlemen 1" he said, for he saw 
that the Chief was not alone. Robert Dempster 
stepped inside the room, followed closely by Gor- 
don Graham. 



CHAPTER XII 

UNDER FIRE 



4« 



Why was the door locked?" Dempster asked 
suspiciously. 

" Spring-lock ! " the Captain explained easily. 

" Ah ! Father Shannon 1 '* the Chief thawed 
slightly as he recognized the man of the cloth. 
Then he pointed an accusing finger at his host. 
" You took the plate-holder from that camera in 
Flagg's room to-night 1 " he declared angrily. 

Capt. Holbrook looked him coolly in the eye. 

" I did," he calmly acknowledged. 

** You admit that? " the Chief exclaimed. 

"Yes, sir!" 

Dempster glanced at Graham significantly. 

" This job isn't in my department," he contin- 
ued, still addressing the Captain, " but IVe taken 
hold of it and I'm going to see it through. Where 
is the plate-holder? " 

Holbrook inclined his head toward the door be- 
hind which Aline was hidden. 

" The plate-holder is in my room," he answered. 

x8i 
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" Go get itl " Dempster ordered, restraining his 
anger with difficulty. 

** Get it yourself 1" the Captain retorted. 
" The plate is here, however," he added, as the 
Chief started for the bed-room door. 

" Where? " Dempster paused. 

Holbrook walked across to the fire-place, and 
picking up the poker tapped upon the broken bits 
of glass. 

** Those are the pieces," he announced. 

The Chief's face grew purple. 

** Destroyed?" 

** Yes, sir." 

The District Attorney looked severely at his 
would-be son-in-law. 

" You feared to have it developed, Capt. Hol- 
brook?" 

" Oh, no, sir 1 I developed it, all right," Hol- 
brook replied. 

" And then destroyed it," Dempster added 
viciously. 

The Captain smiled in a somewhat sarcastic 
fashion. 

" That was the order of the two events," he 
admitted. 

" And a cash-box containing letters 1 " the Chief 
cried. 
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" On the mantel-piece ! " Holbrook pointed 
to the object of his caller's concern. 

Dempster seized the box. 

** Broken open I " he exclaimed ruefully, to 
which comment the Captain replied with a nod. 

"The letters? '* Dempster demanded. 

" Same place ! " was the brief answer. 

Chief Dempster turned an appealing face 
toward the District Attorney. That he should 
be thwarted In this manner by a man he regarded 
as a friend was a little more than he could 
bear. 

Aline's father appeared to be in entire sympathy 
with the Chief. 

" You know the seriousness of those acts, Cap- 
tain Holbrook? " he asked in his coldest profes- 
sional manner. 

"Is it serious?" The Captain appeared sur- 
prised. 

" In this murder you become an accessory after 
the fact I " Graham seemed to relish the state- 
ment. It was only natural, perhaps, that he 
should welcome this expose of Capt. Holbrook's 
real character, in view of the dubious opinion of 
the man he had instinctively formed. 

Holbrook's face was quite inscrutable as he 
seated himself carelessly upon the table. 
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** I had no wish to do that, gentlemen," he 
told them. 

" What were you trying to do ? Make a 
monkey of me ? " Chief Dempster's air was un- 
questionably belligerent. 

" No, Bob 1 There's no man in Washington 
that I respect more than I do you." Capt. Hol- 
brook was indeed sorry that circumstances had 
made it necessary for him to meddle so dis- 
astrously in Dempster's case. 

** Material evidence vital in a case on which 
I'm detailed, you take and destroy 1 " the Chief 
complained. 

** You're on a salary, aren't you ? Chief of the 
Secret Service ? " 

" What of it? " Dempster growled. 

" I live by my wits," Capt. Holbrook observed, 
enigmatically. 

** What do you mean by that? " 

" This'U be a great sensation, won't it? " the 
Captain asked. 

"Well?" Dempster snorted, impatiently. 

" Well, I've got something to sell, haven't I ? 
Who'll pay the most for the story? " 

Chief Dempster turned to Graham hopelessly. 

" 'Twon't do, Holbrook," Gordon Graham 
said. 
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"Why not?" the Captain inquired. 
"As a news matter you'd have saved your evi- 
dence." 

"So you could seize it and give it all to the 
newspapers? Oh, no I " The Captain shook his 
head, as if his preserving the evidence would have 
been the most unnatural procedure imaginable. 

Dempster regarded his military friend with 
deep disgust. His patience was exhausted. 

" I've got to arrest you, Capt. Holbrook," he 
announced somewhat vindictively. 

"I'm sorry I . . . What charge?" the Cap- 
tain asked innocently. 

" I've just told you the charge," Aline's father 
reminded him. 

The Captain bowed politely. 

"Accessory after the fact I *Twon't hold. 
One tin box — value fifty cents I One plate- 
holder — say a dollar ! Petty larceny at the out- 
side ! " 

Dempster walked up to him and faced him 
sternly. 

" Get your hat and coat and come with me 1 '* 
he ordered. 

Capt. Holbrook moved over to the fire-place, 
where he faced his two irate guests. 

"This isn't friendly, gentlemen 1 Neither of 
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you men thinks in his heart that I had a had 
that killing — if it u a killing — and yoa n 
to humiliate me by a ni^t in the station.'' 

^ What of mj humiliation by die loss of 
evidence ? *' Dempster could already see him 
the laughing-stod^ of the towa. 

'' My word of honor. Bob 1 I never though 
you/* Holbrook protested. 

Up to this point Father Shannon had rema 
silent. He considered that his friend Larry 
better able than he to cope with the situation, 
to his dismay he saw the gallant Captain fasi 
coming enmeshed in the legal net that hung • 
him. 

" Tm sure that's so, Chief and Mr. Grabs 
the priest said. ** A man of Capt Holbrc 
prominence — " 

But Dempster was too over-wrought to lii 

*' You could put the department onto the g 
party in this murder 1 " he declared to the ' 
tain. 

** I don't think there's been a guilty p: 
Chief — 80 help me God I " Holbrook prote 

" You called at Flagg's home yourself," Go 
Graham reminded him. 

" I did, sir — quite openly 1 " 

"Why?" 



} 
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" Flagg was a blackmailer. He knows that 1 " 
The Captain nodded toward Dempster. 

" Yes," the Chief admitted. 

The Captain proceeded. 

" I called in the interest of a friend. One — 
one of his many victims 1 '* 

Dempster only looked at him reproachfully. 

"Damned shabby, Holbrookl to play such a 
trick on me 1 " he complained. 

" Never once thought of you, Bob I Just self- 
ishly intent on my own business! But Til report 
— anywhere — any time you gentlemen say." 
And to Graham he added, "Just think I Mr. 
Graham, the papers had me about to marry your 
own daughter. They'll play that up In the rotten 
story if I'm arrested. They'll ring in the girl's 
name ! Why drag me into It till you need me ? " 

" I trusted you In that room," Dempster said, 
as if to shame him. 

"You did! But we were rivals on the job — 
not partners. I trusted you that far ! But you're 
both gentlemen. Perhaps I'm one. Take my 
parole ! I'll not leave this room without 'phoning 
you — both of you — and I'll go only where you 
tell me I may go." 

"And my word that he means that. Chief!" 
Father Shannon hastened to add. 
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While Capt. Holbrook was speaking, Aline'i 
father suddenly saw the affair in a new light. Hi 
reflected that possibly Holbrook was right about 
the contingency of his daughter's name being 
dragged into the case. And the family had had 
quite enough publicity already to suit his taste. 
He bowed to the Captain. 

" As District Attorney I take your word, Capt. 
Holbrook." 

** Thank you! " Holbrook said gratefully. 

** Come, Chief! " Graham turned to his com- 
panion. 

" Both knobs, gentlemen ! That*s it I " the 
Captain said pleasantly, as they fumbled at the 
door. ** Good-night! " 

" The Lord be praised I " Father Shannon ex- 
claimed piously, the moment the gentlemen of the 
law had gone. 

** Praise Him of course, but not too loud! " the 
more wily Captain cautioned. And going to the 
door of his bed-room he called softly: 

** Aline!" 

She came out at once, anxiously scanning the 
faces of the two men. 

** Safe? " she asked. 

"Yes — Vm on parole," Holbrook explained. 
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tirf " You both look very serious. What was it? " 

le asked. 

He took her hand. 

" Swear to me that you'll refuse to talk of any- 
thing that's happened to-night unless I'm with 
you," he said. 

"To whom?" 

" To anyone. Even to him ! " Xhe Captain 
nodded toward Father Shannon. 

** I promise," she said, for she trusted him im- 
plicitly. 

" But take your oath ! * So help you God I ' " 
Capt. Holbrook was the picture of earnestness. 

"You doubt the church, Captain?" The 
priest was hurt by his friend's peculiar action. He 
did not understand. 

" No, Father, but I want her to be able to say 
she's under a vow of silence." 

" I swear — I swear ! " Aline declared solemnly. 

" And now good-night ! " He bent over her 
hand. " Remember that I adore you ! " he whis- 
pered. 

" Good-night, Father Shannon, and God bless 
you for a true friend! You're taking with you 
the dearest thing in the world to me." 

" Good-night, my lad I '' the priest said, and he 
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had turned toward the door with his charge, when 
they were all startled by a sharp knock. 

** Hello 1 " the Captain called, as he hurried 
Aline toward his room again. 

" Captain 1'* It was Chief Dempster's voice. 

** Come in ! " Holbrook answered, closing his 
bed-room door behind the girl. 

** Door's locked I " the Chief growled. 

" Oh, wait a minute 1 " He opened the outer 
door himself. " Excuse me I I always forget 
that spring-lock," he apologized as Dempster and 
Graham filed into the apartment once more. 

" Did you forget something? " Holbrook asked. 

The Chief stopped in front of Father Shannon. 

" There's a taxi waiting below," he beg*an. 

" Yes," the priest answered. 

" For you, the chauffeur says." 

" Yes — but you're welcome to it." 

*' You came in it. Father Shannon. The man 
told me so." 

** I did." 

Holbrook listened to the conversation most im- 
patiently. He preferred to have the maneuver- 
ing in his own hands. Father Shannon, though an 
Irishman, was no diplomat, and there was no know- 
ing what pitfall he might stumble into. 

" I'll 'phone for another taxi. Sit down I " the 
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Captain said, starring for the telephone. 'But the 
Chief stopped him. 

" The man says with a woman!** Dempster's 
jaw had a more determined set than ever. 

*' The chauffeur says that? " Father Shannon 
temporized. 

"Yes!'' 

The Captain was desperate now. He stepped 
between the clergyman and the dogged Chief. 

" What's the use of further deception, Chief? " 
he exclaimed. ** Mr. Graham I " 

" Well? " Graham, and Dempster too, stood 
expectant. 

"That item about my engagement to your 
daughter," Holbrook said, " was inserted by the 
society editress — * a lady ' as you've just said. 
Chief. She says 'twas Flagg — the dead man 
around the corner — that told her. My call on 
the man related to that. I won't say any lady 
came here with Father Shannon ; and I do not say 
she didn't. But I do say that it is that lady who 
was with him. She left before you came and she's 
sorry enough for her part in that matter." 

Father Shannon gave his friend Larry a most 
peculiar look. Being a man of the cloth he could 
hardly condone his outrageous lying. Yet he 
xould not help but admire his ingenuity. 
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" The woman is still here," the Chief declared 
" You're not only accessory after the fact, Capt 
Holbrook, but the woman who killed Judson 
Flagg " — he paused and glanced about the room 
" is hidden in this apartment ! " 

Holbrook only shook his head. 

" Wasting your time I '* he commented. 

"What's that door?" Dempster asked ab- 
rupdy, pointing to the one which at that very 
moment screened Aline from his eyes. 

" Leads to my bed-room ! " was the indignant 
reply. 

"And that?" pointing to the one that gave 
upon Barney's domain. 

" Kitchen, and servant's room I " said Hol- 
brook. 

Dempster threw the door open and pushed for- 
ward into the room beyond. 

" Sit down, Mr. Graham ! " 

Gordon Graham ignored the Captain's invita- 
tion. 

" Your resistance isn't helping your case, Capt. 
Holbrook," he observed. 

" Resistance? " The Captain's air of surprise 
was marvelous. He appealed to his reverend 
ally. " As a clergyman. Father Shannon, I ask 
you — " And then he paused, as he heard the 
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Chief questioning the Filipino boy. He was not 
surprised at the amazing ignorance that Barney 
displayed under Dempster's cross-fire of questions. 
Turning to Graham, he resumed : 

*' I think I'm very patient, sir! Neither of you 
gentlemen has any right to search these premises." 

" You're mistaken," Gordon Graham corrected 
him sharply. 

Before Holbrook could say more, Chief Demp- 
ster returned from his exploration of Barney's 
quarters. 

He went straight for Holbrook's bed-room. 

"One minute! By what authority?" the 
Captain demanded sharply, stepping in front of 
him. 

" Mine I " Dempster answered between clenched 
teeth. 

"Your warrant?" 

" I am the warrant! " the District Attorney as- 
serted, coming to the Chiefs aid. 

Capt. Holbrook smiled. 

" Louis XIV said, * I am the State ! ' That 
misleads you. In America, Mn Graham, even a 
district attorney must conform to the law." 

Dempster only looked beyond him at the door. 

" I mean to go into that room," he said 
menacingly. 
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"You can't I" the Captain said bluntly. He 
saw that the time for subterfuge was past. 

" Will you stop me? " Dempster asked. 

" I am stoppin' you I " was the insolent reply. 

" Do you think you can stop both of us? " Gor- 
don Graham's slender stock of patience had long 
since been exhausted. He was even more en- 
raged than the Chief. 

" I know I can stop both of you ; and what's 
more important, both of you know it" 

Dempster glared at him for a moment, and then 
turned away. He knew Holbrook to be a dan- 
gerous man when aroused, and he had no wish to 
feel the weight of his fist. The Captain, though 
not a large man, was muscled as if by steel springs, 
while Dempster had of late years fallen into the 
habit of substituting a cocktail for physical exer- 
cise, by way of an appetizer. 

" We didn't come here for any rough-and- 
tumble, Holbrook — " he was saying. 

** Thank youl " The Captain's politeness bor- 
dered on sarcasm. 

** But we didn't come without men enough," the 
Chief finished. " DonneUy 1 Hagan ! " he called 
from the hall. 

" Yes, sir 1 " a voice answered from below. 
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*^ One moment I Don't call them 1 *' Holbrook 
said quickly. 

" Wait there," the Chief ordered, as his men 
appeared in the hall in answer to his summons. 

'* Close the door, if you please 1 '* the Captain 
said. 

Dempster complied. 

" Weill " He waited impatiendy. 

" I can't stop four of you," Holbrook remarked, 
and then he said, opening his bed-room door, 
" Aline, my dear ! One moment 1 " 

" Aline I " Gordon Graham's heart stood still. 
What could the man mean ? 

" Your father's here," Holbrook said, looking 
into the bed-room. 

And then Aline came slowly out before them 
all. 

At first there was dead silence. 

" In God's name, why? " Gordon Graham asked 
at last, in a shaking voice. 

Dempster only looked at him dully. He had 
found the woman — as he had expected — but of 
all the women in the world she was the last one he 
would have dreamed could be there. 

Aline could not look at her father. She clung 
to Holbrook's arm, utterly at a loss for words. 
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" Tell him what you heard in your library," the 
Captain coached her. 

She looked timidly at her father. 

** I heard that he was to be arrested/* she stam- 
mered. 

Holbrook looked at the two officers of the law 
disgustedly. 

** You frightened the girl, you two sensational 
gentlemen, with your talk of murder and my arrest 
for it," he reproached them. 

** How did you get here? " her father asked her 
sternly. 

'* With Father Shannon ! " she answered. 

" What's your interest in this case. Father Shan- 
non ?" Dempster inquired. 

At the Chiefs brusque question Father Shannon 
experienced more than a slight uneasiness. He 
felt decidedly out of his milieu, involved as he was 
in this strange drama. The business of whisking 
young women about the town in the middle of the 
night, and conveying them to gentlemen's apart- 
ments, was situation enough for a pious priest to 
be discovered in, without having any murder-mys- 
tery obtruding itself upon him. But did not Larry 
save his life, and at the risk of his own ? Father 
Shannon was straightway ashamed of himself for 
considering his own feelings at all. 
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" I sympathized with the young lady's fears," 
he told the Chief. " I share her belief in Capt 
Holbrook's innocence." 

Gordon Graham frowned severely upon Aline 
as she stood by her lover's side. To him her 
action was mcomprehensible. 

" I'm a sworn officer of the Government," he 
declared. " For my daughter to betray secrets 
heard in my house is as heinous as my own disloy- 
alty would be." 

''I'm sorry. Father — awfully sorry I" Her 
voice trembled, and her figure too. 

" I can't express my indignation — my sense of 
outrage." Her father's bitter words fell scath- 
ingly upon her ears. 

** The girl loves him, sir I " Father Shannon re- 
buked him. 

" She does not 1 " was Graham's indignant an- 
swer. 

" Yes I I love him ! " Aline said softly. 

The Captain pressed her hand. 

" God bless you 1 " he murmured, with a grate- 
ful smile. 

" And I blush for you ! " her father cried. " I 
leave Capt. Holbrook to you and your officers, 
Chief Dempster I My daughter will answer to 
me. Come, Aline I " Gordon Graham was re- 
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solved to end that painful scene. He started to 
take his daughter to the door. 

"One moment, Mr. Graham!" Dempster's 
words rang out sharply. " I have an oflGicial duty 
here. We both regard Capt. Holbrook as an ac- 
cessory to this murder. We both believed just 
now — " he proceeded, referring to the conclusion 
they had agreed upon after questioning Father 
Shannon's chauffeur, " we both believed he was 
sheltering the principal." 

As Dempster paused, Gordon Graham prompted 
him with an impatient " Well? " 

" I see no reason to change that opinion! " the 
Chief declared. 

'* You mean — " Graham could not force him- 
self to say the words. His blood forsook his face, 
leaving him gray and haggard. 

" I mean — your daughter ! " 

The blow had fallen at last. Aline's heart beat 
with great throbs. It seemed to her that it would 
batter down its confines and reveal itself in palpi- 
tating, guilty fear before the whole world. 

'* Oh! " She gave one startled cry. 

Holbrook spoke her name. That was all — 
just the one dear word; but the command In his 
voice silenced her. He knew that she must not 
talk then, or all his effort to fend her from the 
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clanger that threatened would be useless. The 
Captain stood before Dempster like a boxer, 
measuring him carefully with his eye, waiting, 
watching for some opening through which to slip 
an unexpected blow. 

" I must insist upon your revoking Capt. Hol- 
brook's parole, and upon the arrest of both him 
md Miss Graham for the murder of Judson 
E^Iaggl" The Chief's voice vibrated under the 
itress of the situation. With him, furthering the 
inds of justice was a passion. He forgot, for the 
noment, his long and close association with Gor- 
ion Graham. He forgot his liking and his ad- 
niration for Capt. Holbrook. He forgot that 
his girl whom he accused with such conviction was 
he daughter of one, the sweetheart of the other. 
Zhief Dempster saw before him only two would- 
)e refugees from justice, two guilty souls whose 
ieed had found them out. 

As Dempster made his terrifying announce- 
nent Aline sprang forward. For the moment the 
iread of discovery had left her. She thought only 
)f the innocent man whose effort to help her had 
)ut served to direct suspicion upon him as well as 
lerself. 

** Not him 1 Not — " But the Captain stopped 
ler swiftly. 
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"Aline! I command you — ^" he admonished 
her. If she would only be quiet he still hoped that 
he could save her even then. 

Aline's father would have spoken to Holbroolt 
then, but the Captain interrupted him without 
scruple. 

" What an outrageous thing to do, Chief Demp* 
sterl What ground have you to suspect thi^ 
lady ? " Holbrook cried. 

But his fierce protest fell unheeded. The Chie:^ 
still held his burning eyes on Gordon Graham^ 
The eyes of a fanatic — they seemed to Holbrooke 
They reminded him curiously of those of a Malay 
whom he had once seen run amuck in Singapore. 
This was no man 1 he reflected. This was not the 
Bob Dempster he knew. It was a heartless, 
soulless lay-figure, an inhuman machine in which 
its cunning maker had instilled the passion of a 
hunter — a hunter of men — ah 1 and of women, 
too! 

** I insist upon their arrests ! " 

** No, Chief! " Father Shannon pleaded. 

** I see no evidence on which to arrest Aline," 
Graham said at last. 

** You'd see It If she was somebody else's 
daughter! " the Chief sneered. 

'* Somebody else's daughter wouldn't have over- 
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heard you and me in my library. That explana- 
tion of her coming here would be lacking,'* 
Graham replied. 

" So would their mutual interest, which is a sub- 
ject of general comment.'' Chief Dempster was 
adamant in his resolve. He shook his head. 
** I've been tricked once to-night; it won't work 
again I She'll have to go, Mr. Graham 1 " 

** I am her father. Chief Dempster, and I am 
the District Attorney," Gordon Graham told him 
brokenly. For a moment the terrible necessity 
of prosecuting his own child flashed upon him. 
But he knew, as he reflected more soberly, that 
such a situation was impossible. 

" That won't stop me now," Dempster af- 
firmed. " I'll take this case over your head to 
the Attorney General. I arrest them bothl " he 
declared. He moved toward the door, with the 
intention of summoning his men. 

" What can you gain by her arrest to-night? " 
Aline's father asked him, stopping him in despera- 
tion. 

Dempster paused. 

" By a proper examination I'll get something 
from him or her," he answered, looking from one 
to the other of his suspects as if he yearned ta 
read what lay hidden from him in their minds. 
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As the two older men stood there, Aline's father 
so certain of her innocence, and Dempster so con- 
vinced of her guilt, Capt. Holbrook stepped 
toward them confidently. 

" You'll get nothing from either of us I " he 
exclaimed. " Ask Father Shannon — No 1 I'll 
ask him; this one question, mind I No morel '' 
He wheeled about, to face the priest. " Has not 
this lady confessed to you her secret marriage ? " 
he asked. 

Father Shannon showed every symptom of 
astonishment. 

** Answer I " the Captain urged him impatiently. 

** I have the lady's permission to speak?" 
Father Shannon turned to Aline with solicitude. 

" Yes I " she said bravely. 

" She has confessed," the priest acknowledged. 

The Captain went quickly to her side and put a 
protecting arm about her, and there was abundant 
courage in his voice as he said to her, " There's a 
law. Aline, — remember, my dear 1 a law that pro- 
tects either husband or wife from testifying 
against the other 1 " He glanced up then at 
Dempster and a mocking grin replaced the tender 
smile his face had worn as he spoke to his love. 
" You'll get nothing from either of us, for this 
lady is my wife I " he announced in a ringing voice. 
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Dempster's face fell. Checkmated again, the 
Chief felt crestfallen indeed. Gordon Graham 
gave a gasp of astonishment at the news. And 
Father Shannon stood agape at Larry's amazing 
falsehood. But the most startled of all was the 
lady herself. She raised a wondering face to her 
fictitious husband's — but the rascal put a stop 
promptly to the tell-tale protest that sprang in- 
stinctively to her lips. 

" Hush, darlin' 1 " he whispered. " ',Tis our 
only chance 1 " 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE BRUISED REED 

It was not many minutes after the Captain 
dropped his bomb upon the little company tha^ 
the supposed Mrs. Holbrook left her pseudo hus^ 
band's rooms upon her father's arm. Undet^ 
renewed pressure from both Graham and Father 
Shannon, the Chief had at last consented to ac- 
cept the District Attorney's parole for his daugh- 
ter. Inasmuch as Holbrook's announcement that 
Aline was his wife thwarted Dempster's plans for 
grilling his prisoners, he no longer interposed any 
serious objection to accepting Graham's word for 
the girVs safekeeping. 

" And what of you? " she had asked her lover, 
as her father stood with his hand upon the door 
knob, waiting for her to join him. She gazed 
searchingly into his face. Was he about to un- 
dergo the ignominy of the jail, in her place? she 
wondered. 

** Now, don't worry about me, my dear I " the 
Captain reassured her. " Go home, and to bed 1 " 

ao4 
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he bade her. ** I couldn't be safer — I've a priest 
and a policeman with me — and we're all three 
Irish ! " 

" Take my taxicab, Mr. Graham," Father 
Shannon urged. 

" Thank you 1 I will, if you don't mind," 
Aline's father said gratefully. 

From his window Capt. Holbrook saw them 
whisked away down the street. 

He turned then and walked back to the table. 

" We'll have a drink before we go, Bob 1 " he 
announced. 

" I'm sorry. Captain 1 " the Chief said. He 
was relieved, however, that his prisoner was 
resigned to his arrest. The affair had developed 
into an uncommonly disagreeable task. 

The Captain poured out three generous night- 
caps from the decanter. 

" Let us drink to justice — " he said, " the 
fairest of all ladies save one ! " And he held up 
his glass. 

" Yes, and long life to the happy bridegroom I " 
Father Shannon added wickedly. 

Chief Dempster did not join in the smile that 
flickered for an instant between his two compan- 
ions. He emptied his glass quite solemnly. 

On the whole, Capt. Holbrook spent a very 
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comfortable night. It was not the first that he 
had passed in jail, as he had admitted to Gordon 
Graham a few short hours before. 

It was about nine o'clock on the following 
morning that Father Shannon called at Gordon 
Graham's house. His errand was characteristic 
of the warm-hearted man. As he explained to 
Graham, he had come to inquire about his daugh- 
ter. 

** I haven't seen her this morning. She break- 
fasted in her room," Aline's father exclaimed. 

" I saw a man in the hallway," the priest ven- 
tured. " Was he — " He hesitated. 

Graham nodded. 

" An officer 1 " he said. 

" Dear — dearl Too badl " Father Shannon 
exclaimed. " A prisoner, poor girl! " 

** Fm greatly obliged to the Chief for per- 
mitting her to stay in her home instead of — in 
the jail," Graham said. 

" Much better, to be sure ! " 

" Dempster talked the matter over with his 
assistants this morning," Graham explained. 
" They advised him to post a man here, just as 
a matter of form, so that, in case there should 
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be any criticism, his action in letting the girl re- 
main here when under so serious a charge would 
not seem so irregular." 

While they were talking, a police sergeant tele- 
phoned Graham that Capt. Holbrook seemed dis- 
posed to be more communicative about the case 
and wished to call at the District Attorney's house 
for the purpose of discussing the situation. Ac- 
cordingly, the sergeant announced, an officer was 
escorting the prisoner to Graham's house. 

After receiving this piece of news Gordon 
Graham said to the priest — 

** I'd like to know the truth. Father Shannon, 
about any marriage that has taken place." 

" I don't think I can talk of that, sir, just now, 
but — " The good man hesitated. He felt ex- 
ceedingly uncomfortable, keeping Miss Graham's 
father in ignorance. But he deemed it the part 
of discretion to leave to the Captain any explana- 
tion that might be due Graham. Larry, he was 
sure, would act in Miss Graham's best interests. 

** There's been no certificate issued in either her 
name or Holbrook's," Graham observed. 

" You've inquired? " 

" Yes, I've had inquiry made," Gordon Graham 
admitted. 
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Um I Well, that's a matter I can't help you 
in, sir, but — ^" The priest paused. He wanted 
to say something yet he hardly knew what. 

^' But what, Father Shannon ? " his host asked 
impatiently. 

Father Shannon, however, continued uncom- 
municative. 

" Could you let the daughter know Pm here ? " 
he inquired. 

" Yes I " Graham rose, and calling to the par- 
lor-maid, directed her to tell Miss Aline that 
Father Shannon wished to see her. 

" You've no objection yourself? " the priest 
asked tentatively. 

" God, no 1 " Graham answered. " I'll wel- 
come anything that brings her a grain of comfort 
in this affair." He was visibly agitated and much 
worn by the strain of the situation. 

Father Shannon was relieved. He had not 
known exactly whether Graham regarded him as 
a friend or an enemy; but now that he understood 
that he was, at least, not unwelcome he felt much 
more at ease. 

" I was very glad," he said, " to see nothing in 
the accounts of the — of Mr. Flagg's death, that 
referred to your daughter in any way." 

" One paper reported Capt. Holbrook's arrest 
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and repeated its statement of yesterday that he 
was engaged to marry Aline," Graham told him 
wearily. 

" I didn't see that" 

" Yes I And after promising me to retract the 
statement and print a denial 1 " he continued in- 
dignantly. 

And then Aline came quietly into the room. 

** Father Shannon I " Her greeting was almost 
a sob. It meant much to her that he should be 
there. In her anguish the girl felt cut off from 
the world she had always known. How could she 
expect her old friends to come to her now? She 
kept telling herself that she was no longer Aline 
Graham, the daughter of Washington's District 
Attorney. One unfortunate night had turned her 
into another being — a murderess — a creature at 
bay, whom the bloodhounds of the law would 
quickly overtake. And then — then — ahl she 
shuddered whenever she thought what might fol- 
low. She had shrunk against the wall as she 
passed that silent, waiting figure in the hall. But 
here, at least, was one human being who knew all 
— a faithful friend on whom she could depend 
for words of comfort and of courage. Now that 
Holbrook could no longer stand by her side 
Father Shannon's presence was all the more neces- 
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sary to her. Her gratitude choked her. She 
could only press his hand gratefully and look her 
thanks from her brinuning eyes. 

Turning, after a moment, she saw her father. 
He had not come to her that morning, and it had 
wounded her grievously. How he must despise 
her I she had thought, as she pondered over her 
fate in the awful stillness of her room. How he 
had trusted her! she reflected, and though guilt- 
less, in intent, of Judson Flagg's death, she had 
deceived him in a way that she felt he could never 
forgave — or forget. Her accursed infatuation 
for Tom Woolworth had proved her undoing. 
This terrible calamity, she did not doubt, was 
retribution for her deception. Yet, even in her 
abjectness, she rebelled against the injustice of the 
punishment that was meted out to her. If only 
her father had understood her better, things 
would never have come to such a pass. But he 
had denied Woolworth the privilege of his house; 
he had forbidden her to see the man; he had 
ridden roughshod over the tender sensibilities of 
her girlhood. Under opposition the romance of 
that early attachment had only waxed the 
stronger. And all at once, before she knew it, 
she had thrown discretion to the winds, had 
yielded to her suitor's importunities and with the 
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perfect trust of young love and inexperience had 
followed blindly whither he had led. Too late 
she had discovered her folly. She had hoped al- 
ways to keep her secret from her father, but now, 
alas ! it had been revealed to him under the most 
distressing circumstances imaginable. It had 
been hard enough for her to endure alone the 
shame of her betrayal — hard enough to be 
forced, as she was forced by her sense of justice, 
to tell Capt. Holbrook she would never marry 
him — yet she had borne all with a smiling face. 
From the world she had hidden her sorrow. But 
to face her father now was vastly more difficult. 
In the proceedings which Flagg's death necessi- 
tated, her whole life-story would be laid open for 
the world to read. Her father's shame for her 
would be his constant attendant all the rest of his 
life. Wherever he went tongues would wag as 
he passed and curious, prying eyes would seek him 
out. There would be no rest for him so long as 
he lived. 

As she looked across at her father, she saw with 
a shock the change that had come over him. For 
the first time he seemed an old man — sad, weary, 
forlorn and disappointed. Her heart went out to 
him in pity and loving kindness. Full of com- 
passion, she hurried to him. * 
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•'Oh, Father 1'' she cried. 

** Aline ! " His voice shook, as he met her 
with hands outstretched. 

"Don't desert mel I need you so. Daddy! 
I need you so I " she repeated over and over 
again, as she nestled in the refuge of his arms. 

** Desert you ! " he exclaimed. " That your 
idea of your Daddy? But why don't you trust 
me, dear? " 

** I trust you — more than anybody alive ! I 
just want to put my head on your breast this 
minute and tell you everything in my life — every- 
thing. I seem to have been so far away from 
you — so far away I Put your arms around me, 
both of them — there I " 

At that juncture Father Shannon went to the 
window. Something in the street outside ap- 
peared to interest him. Whatever it was, it held 
his attention for a long time. 

Aline's father patted her gently. 

" Tell me, dearie — tell your Dad everything 
— what do you know of this business of Flagg's 
death ? " He felt that no matter what the truth 
might be, it would be easier to know it. 

" I mustn't talk. I've told you that ! I can't 
talk! " she said hysterically. 
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" Hasn't the night made you see it any 
clearer? " he asked. 

** No; a vow is a vow, I can't talk unless I have 
his permission. That was the promise — Father 
Shannon heard it." 

" Why did Capt. Holbrook exact such a vow — 
before Chief Dempster and I found you together? 
What was there to conceal?" His distress was 
pitiful. 

" I can't talk about any of it," she said wearily. 
" Don't — don't be angry 1 " she aied, as he 
turned away, distressed by his helplessness, and 
nettled by her obstinacy. " Just hold me 1 I 
haven't slept any all night and I'm so — so 
tired!" 

"What kept you from sleeping?" Graham 
asked. 

" Did you sleep? " she replied. And calling to 
the priest — 

" You saw that man in the hall, Father Shan- 
non?" 

*' Yes, my dear," the clergyman answered 
gently. And he smiled at the girl as if to reas- 
sure her. 

" You told him ? " she asked her father. 

"Yesl" 
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She shuddered, and glanced apprehensively 
toward the hall, where she knew her guard 
waited. 

" Two of them in the house all night — one 
outside my window on guard I I could see when- 
ever I looked through my curtains. Nobody 
could sleep under those conditions." She looked 
hopelessly from one to the other of her hearers. 

" You don't know, my child. Did you ever 
read the life of poor Marie Stuart? Twenty 
years 1 Not a comfortable house like this — but 
stone walls and bars I We don't know what 
strength Heaven sends us till we ask for it In His 
name." The priest paused, as a knock broke in 
upon his comforting words. 

In response to Graham's bidding. Chief Demp- 
ster entered with one of his inspectors. 

" This is Inspector Mclntyre, Miss Graham,'* 
Dempster said. 

The Inspector gave her his hand. 

" Miss Graham — your father and I are old 
friends 1 " he said kindly. 

"Twenty years, isn't it. Inspector?" Gordon 
Graham spoke up. 

"Yes, sir — » twenty I . . . Oh, Father Shan- 
non 1 " he exclaimed as his eyes f^U upon the 
priest. 
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" The Inspector wants to talk to some of your 
servants, Mr. Graham, and as a matter of form 
we'll have to look over . . ." Dempster paused 
somewhat uncomfortably — " look about a bit,*' 
he finished lamely. 

** I understand." Graham stepped to the 
door. 

" Hattie ! " he called. 

** Yes, sir I" The maid came at once in an- 
swer to his summons. But before her master 
could give her his instructions (he meant to have 
her show the officers about the house) Inspector 
Mclntyre said quickly — 

" Excuse me I We'll make our own way, if 
you don't mind." 

" As you please. Inspector," Graham answered. 
And the next moment the Chief and his lieutenant 
had started on their investigation. 

" What does he mean by * look about ' ? " Aline 
whispered fearfully, as soon as they were alone 
again. . 

" Search, I suppose," her father replied. 

" For what ? " Her eyes stared at him wildly. 

** Evidence I Do you fear it ? " 

" No I " she answered. 

Father Shannon, hearing a motor-car stop in 
front of the house, glanced out of the window. 
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" A taxicab ! " he cxcIaimecL " It's Capt Hoi- 
brook and an officer," he added, as he watched 
the occupants of the car step out and make for the 
house. 

Aline's eyes met her father's with a mute ques- 
tion. 

" He's asked to see me," Graham explained. 

"Where was he during the night? . . . His 
rooms? " she asked. 

" The jail I " her father told her. He saw no 
reason for keeping back the information. 

" The jail ! Why should he be in jail and — " 
But before the girl could finish, Father Shannon 
interrupted her. 

** He's a soldier, my dear! What's one night's 
hardship to a lad like him ? " He hastened to 
reassure her. 

" Capt. Holbrook, suh ! " the maid announced, 
and Holbrook appeared in the doorway, closely 
followed by Officer Donnell. 



CHAPTER XIV 

GRAHAM ASKS QUESTIONS 

"Good morning!" the Captain greeted them. 
" Won't you tell this officer, Mr. Graham, to wait 
in the hall for me? " 

" I'll answer for Capt Holbrook," Graham 
said to Donnell. 

" All right, Councilor ! " the policeman an- 
swered. " Simply obeying orders, Captain 1 " he 
said, intending to apologize to Holbrook for hav- 
ing accompanied him into the room. 

" Certainly. I know that. Have a cigar, 
Donnell?" Holbrook asked, putting his hand 
into his breast pocket. 

At this invitation a pained expression came 
over the face of Officer Donnell. Cigars con- 
noted a certain unpleasant interview at headquar- 
ters, touching on a little matter of a camera and 
a cigar. 

He held up a protesting hand to forestall the 

Captain's generosity. 

217 
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" Oh, no I " he said, and hurriedly backed out 
of the room. 

The Captain turned at once to the girl. 

" Aline I " he exclaimed, and took her hand in 
both of his. 

** They let me stay in my room — and you ! — 
they took you to — " She could not finish. 

** Don't bother about me. I was perfectly com- 
fortable," he said soothingly. 

** But the injustice of itl I can*t live and — " 

" There's no injustice when the foxhounds fol- 
low the red herring that you drag over the trail. 
I wanted their attention on me," he explained. 

During all this time Gordon Graham was re- 
garding his debonair guest with cold disfavor. 
He started at the Captain's remark. 

"Red herring I" he repeated. " IVe got to 
take notice of every admission — direct or in- 
direct, Captain — that you make in my hearing," 
he announced. 

" There isn't time, Mr. Graham, for indirec- 
tion," Holbrook said. " I've no wish to mislead 
you, sir and — " he paused momentarily, not quite 
certain as to the best way to explain matters to 
his unsympathetic listener. 

" Your marriage to Aline 1 What about it?" 
Graham asked impatiently. 
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" Hasn*t occurred, Tm sorry to say," the Cap- 
tain confessed. " That was only to confuse Chief 
Dempster." 

" Chief Dempster and I are working together," 
Graham reminded him stiffly. 

The Captain nodded. 

" You'll have to part company 1 " he said easily. 
** Your daughter's keeping still by my advice. 
Perhaps not the wisest advice — I'm a poor law- 
yer. She needs the best and I've come here to 
say that to her. My night in the jail gave my 
slow wits time to go round the matter. It's too 
serious to deprive the girl of counsel." He 
stepped to her side as he spoke. 

It gave Aline a certain sense of security to have 
him near her. Little as she knew of him, she felt 
a strange and inexplicable confidence In his ability 
to protect her. 

Graham only stared dully at the Captain. He 
seemed unable to grasp the serious purport of 
Holbrook's statement. 

But Father Shannon agreed heartily with his 
dear Larry. 

"Right I Quite right 1" he said, addressing 
Gordon Graham. 

To Aline, then, Graham turned anxiously. 
Somehow, he had not prepared himself for the 
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worst. But what else could ttiose serious face^ 
mean? 

" You are involved in this thing! " he cried, dis- 
tressed. 

** Yes, awfully ! " she answered. 

** Self-defense, sir 1 " 

"You mean — the killing?" Gordon Graham 
stammered. His face was white and drawn now. 

" Sh I These are thin doors. Only a whis- 
per! " Holbrook cautioned. 

" Tell me! " Graham groaned. " Tell me! " 

"Yes, I killed him. Daddy, I killed him!" 
Aline said with all the pent-up agony of her soul. 

As he heard the awful confession of her guilt 
Gordon Graham tottered under the shock. He 
clutched convulsively at the table for support. 

" My God! " he exclaimed in a terrible whis- 
per. "Aline! ... My God!" 

" There's no evidence whatever," Holbrook 
assured him. " I broke that negative from the 
camera. Nobody knows Aline was out of this 
house." 

" I killed him — I killed a man ! " she was say- 
ing, over and over again. 

"You tvent to Flagg's house?" her father 
asked her, suddenly. 

"Yes!" 
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"Why?" 

" He telephoned to me to come." 

"What reason?" Graham persisted. 

"An old letter of mine that I didn't want 
people to see 1 " she continued bravely. " I gave 
him two hundred dollars and Mother's emerald 
brooch. He wanted more — he tried to take the 
letter away from me. He was choking me, 
Daddy, with his hand on my throat." As Aline 
described that horrid scene again, all its details 
stood forth so vividly in her mind that she ex- 
perienced once more the terror of the tragedy. 
She put her hands over her eyes, as if to shut out 
the picture of Judson Flagg as he tried weakly to 
pull the sharp file from his side. 

Capt. Holbrook wished with all his heart that 
he might spare her from her agony. 

" The girl struck blindly. No premeditation I 
Plain self-defense 1 But it won't get that far," he 
said to her father. " We've destroyed the trail." 

" Choked youl " Gordon Graham repeated. 

"YesI" she answered. 

"Were you present?" he asked Holbrook. 

"With his hand on her throat? My God I 
man," the Captain cried, " do you think I'm a 
dead fish ? He was cold a half hour when I saw 
him." 
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** Your brooch? " Graham exclaimed, with sud- 
den misgiving. 

" This one I ** Aline put her hand to her 
throat. She was wearing the ornament. 

** I sneaked it out of his left fist," Holbrook 
exclaimed. " There's no clew whatever. Don't 
waste time threshing old straw. She was here 
all the time — all the time," he repeated, as if 
the mere rehearsal of the words established the 
fact. 

** I'm willing to give myself up," Aline told her 
father. " Oh 1 the deceit — the suspense I " she 
moaned. 

**Nol no I" Holbrook protested. "You're 
safe, my dear — quite safe! " 

** Suspicion mustn't fall on Capt. Holbrook 1" 
Aline said to her father earnestly. 

" Did you know she meant to go there ? " her 
father asked the Captain. 

The Captain glared at him reproachfully. He 
considered the question as nothing less than an 
insult. 

** You're getting me damned mad, you are ! " he 
said hotly. 

** He must ask you questions, Larry," Father 
Shannon interrupted, anxious to keep peace. 
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" Would I let her do such a thing? " Holbrook 
demanded. 

" No — but — " Father Shannon hesitated. 
The Captain seldom lost his temper, and Father 
Shannon did not know exactly how to calm him. 

" Why were you there? " Graham persisted. 

" I went there to thrash him ; but you can't 
strike a dead man," was the Captain's reply. 

"Why thrash him?" 

" I told you last night," Holbrook answered 
impatiently. 

" That stuff in the paper, Mr. Graham 1 " the 
priest explained. 

" A rose on the floor I Her perfume in the 
air I " the Captain cried. " When the blessed 
halo of the girl you love makes you tremble in 
every nerve of your body, it's quick as a stroke 
of lightning when it hits your nostrils again. 
Why, the whole room shouted Aline to me 1 For 
God's sake, Mr. Graham, quit tryin' me and start 
in protecting her! Get these policemen out of 
your house — throw a scare in 'em you've got a 
wonderful pull with the Department of Justice — 
* sig ' the detectives on to me ! Call me names 
and kick me out of the house or something like 
that and I'll swear at you and call you a Protestant 
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ignoramus — anything to kick up a dust ! " 
Capt. Holbrook paused for breath. He ceased 
his restless pacing of the floor and stopped ap- 
pealingly before Aline's father. Action was what 
he craved — and here was a man who seemed 
to have no thought except for talk. 

Graham looked at him curiously. For the first 
time the cold dislike he had harbored toward the 
Captain faded from his eyes. 

"The Department of Justice!" he repeated 
slowly. And then, with a start he turned to the 
telephorte. 

** One — nine — six — Main!** he said. 

** Are you going to tell? " Aline*s voice shook 
with apprehension. 

" Of course he isn't! " the Captain said, divin- 
ing her father's intention. " He's starting to 
work for you at last." 

Graham had his number now. 

"The Attorney General there?" he asked 
sharply. There was a determined, vibrant quality 
in his voice. 

** My foolishness lost the night! " the Captain 
wailed. He reproached himself now for not hav- 
ing taken Graham into his confidence at the out- 
set. 

" This is Gordon Graham, District Attorney,** 
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* 

Graham was saying. " Is the Acting Attorney 
General in? Yes? Put him on the 'phone, 
please." 

" I don't believe in assistant officials," the Cap- 
tain observed dryly, recalling his late struggle 
with Dr. Elliott. 

" Hello I " Graham continued. " This is Gor- 
don Graham — Attorney of the District. You 
read of the death of Judson Flagg last night?" 
.The other, it appeared, already knew of the mur- 
der. " Yes — case is coming into my office and 
I'd like to be relieved from work on it," Grahani 
told him. " Relieved entirely ! I don't want to 
handle any part of it, because — " he paused and 
reflected a moment. " Weill I can't tell you over 
the 'phone," he finished. 

"Yes, you can! Say me!** the Captain 
prompted him. " You don't want to prosecute 

Graham glanced at him, and then added, turn- 
ing to the telephone again — 

" I want to work on the other side." 

" Say me I '' Holbrook demanded angrily. 

To be dictated to by anyone was a new ex- 
perience for Gordon Graham. Again he looked 
somewhat testily at the Captain. He started to 
speak, but bit his lip, swallowed once, as if he 
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found this cavalier treatment something of a bitter 
pill, and proceeded obediently: 

" The only man under arrest is so near to me 
in a certain way — " 

** That's the stuff I " the Captain applauded. 

** That I don't want to prosecute. I may even 
want to defend him." 

As Capt. Holbrook heard this statement a blank 
look of astonishment appeared upon his face. 
Graham had capitulated I He could scarcely be- 
lieve it. 

Despite his anxiety over Aline he smiled broadly 
at both her and Father Shannon, once he fully 
sensed Graham's meaning. 

** Yes, I want to be relieved immediately!" 
Graham continued, and having received the as- 
surance that he desired, he hung up the receiver. 
** Thank you, Captain 1" he said to Holbrook. 
** This terrible news is so sudden I can't think." 

The Captain had the assurance to pat Graham 
on the back. The man had shown himself amena- 
ble to reason at last; so why not treat him quite 
as a human being? Holbrook argued with himself. 

" Of course you can't think, poor man ! " he 
said. " I've been goin' round it all night, and I'm 
fuzzy meself 1 " 

Graham seemed unconscious of the liberty his 
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would-be son-in-law had taken. He was lost in 
thought, until turning to Aline, he asked, at last — 

" What became of the letter Flagg had? " 

" I have it ! " she confessed. 

Her father looked anxiously toward the door. 

** Where? The Inspector's gone — to your 
room," he said, fearing that the police would un- 
earth the evidence. 

She produced the letter from the bosom of her 
gown. 

" Here, Daddy I " She held the terrible sou- 
venir out to him. " Don't read it aloud I " she 
begged, for she felt that her cup of shame was 
already full. 

** Have you a lawyer yourself? " Father Shan- 
non asked his friend, while Graham scanned the 
letter. 

" Not yet," the Captain told him. 

" Is that wise ? " 

** No harm to wait! Sure, I admit all they 
charge against me and more than they could 
prove," the Captain said lightly. He was not in 
the least worried over his own predicament. 

Graham had finished the letter now. Startling 
as its contents was for him, he revealed no sign 
of emotion, unless it be that he looked at his 
daughter still more tenderly. 
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*^ I must talk with Aline alone," he said quietly. 
" Come, dear." 

Father and daughter started t^ leave the room, 
when Capt. Holbrook stopped them. 

" One moment ! " he exclaimed. " Don't for- 
get you have charge of me, sir I Father Shannon 
and I will hunt up my trainer." Holbrook 
opened the door, and looked out into the hall. 

" Are you there, Donnell ? " he called. 

" I am 1 " came the prompt response. 

** He isl " the Captain informed Graham. He 
beckoned to Father Shannon, and as the two re- 
tired to the hall, in order that Aline and her 
father might talk in privacy, Holbrook said to the 
officer — 

" Well, keep your eye on me, Donnell I That's 
what you're getting paid for." 

As soon as Aline and her father were alone, 
Graham turned to the girl sadly. 

** When did this happen. Aline? " he asked, still 
holding the letter in his hand. 

She sank into a chair, as if the weight of her 
shame was heavier than she could bear, and pil- 
lowed her head upon her arm. 

"While I was at school in Georgetown — the 
last Easter vacation there," she answered in a chok- 
ing voice. 




WHEN DID THIS HAl'fEN. ALINE?" HER FATHER ASKED 
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"Who knew of it?" 

" Only Hattie ! " 

Her father stood lost In thought, until he asked, 
with a grim set to his mouth — 

** Was Woolworth that man with the black 
hair?" 

She bowed her head affirmatively. 

" Newspaper man? " 

" Yes I " she said. 

" Those three days at sea ! What place was 
that?" 

" Atlantic City." 

"Where was I?" 

** In Virginia. Grandpa was ill," she ex- 
plained. " You'd gone to see him." 

He made no comment but looked again at the 
letter. His silence was almost more than she 
could bear. If he had reproached her, if he had 
stormed at her, as she might well have expected, 
it seemed to Aline that it would have been a re- 
lief. But his silence made her agony all the more 
poignant. She knew that her father was racked 
as never before. 

" Why do you say here, ' mock marriage 'f he 
asked at last. 

" His letter called it that." 

"Where is his letter?" 
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** I burned it. That was six years ago." 

"Who performed this marriage?" he de- 
manded. 

** A man in Baltimore — a minister, I thought." 

" Do you know his name? " 

"No!" 

** Did he look like a minister? " her father per- 
sisted. He was determined to get to the bottom 
of the affair, painful as it was to them both. 

" Yes ! His clothes were those of a clergyman 
— his face, too ! He seemed a good man." 

" Where was he ? Where was this ceremony? " 

** In his own house — a nice enough place." 

" Do you know where the house was? Could 
you find it? " he asked. But she shook her head. 

" We went there in a carriage. I don't think I 
ever heard the address. Then we drove right to 
the station. Hattie came home. Mr. Wool- 
worth and I went to Atlantic City." Her voice 
broke as she recounted to her father the sequence 
of those bitterly vivid events. 

** Where is Woolworth now? " her father asked, 
when she had grown calmer. 

" I don't know. He came to Washington with 
me. I went back to school." 

He looked down at the letter with eyes that saw 
but dimly. His little girl 1 Aline ! All this hap- 
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pened to her, and he had not known! Had he 
been a good father ? he wondered. He was afraid 
he had failed in his duty. 

" Three days 1 " he said sorrowfully. 

Aline rose. She felt that she should stifle. 
She could not speak. But she bowed her head 
abjectly. Yes, for three days she had been Wool- 
worth's wife. 

** And after that? " Graham questioned. 

" He went away." There were volumes of 
tragedy in those three short words. " I was still 
at school I " she added brokenly. 

" My girl! My little Aline! " he cried in an- 
guish. 

She crossed the room, to lay her head upon his 
shoulder. 

" Don't scold me 1 " she begged. 

" Scold you ! My motherless baby ! " He had 
his arms about her now. ** How did Flagg get 
this?" He still held that damning letter in his 
hand. 

" I don't know — Tom must have lost it," she 
answered. 

" I see no reason to call that affair a mock mar- 
riage," he said suddenly. 

** You don't? " she exclaimed. 

He shook his head. 
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'' That's a lie many a scoundrel has told who 
wanted to desert a young wife," he declared. 

"Wife! Oh, don't say that, Daddy!" she 
moaned. 

Her father gazed down at her in astonishment. 

** Do you want to believe you weren't properly 
married? " he demanded. 

" Yes, yes ! " 

" That the man fooled you ? " His amazement 
made him fairly gasp the words. " You want to 
have that true? " 

" I don't want to think I'm his wife — that I'm 
married to him," she sobbed. 

" My God ! I do ! " her father cried. 

She clung to him fearfully, as if afraid that 
someone, something, would snatch her away. 

** I couldn't be his wife now! I couldn't be! " 
she wailed. 

** Well, you probably are his wife," he told her. 

Distracted, she left him, and threw herself upon 
the sofa. 

" Oh, why didn't I die that summer ! Why 
didn't I die ! I can't bear it ! " 

Gordon Graham bent over his daughter, and 
stroked her hair tenderly. 

** Now, don't do that. Aline ! " he begged. 
" Mclntyre and Dempster won't know why you're 
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taking on and you'll only look like a guilty 



woman." 



She sat up then, and faced him despairingly. 

" I am a guilty woman," she declared. 

" Aline, you must obey me now. Your way of 
doing things is too expensive, Aline." 

" Pm just heart-broken, Daddy. I don't care 
what happens to me," she said tearfully. 

" Don't be so sorry for yourself," he advised 
her. " Think a moment of others. My name 
has been an honorable name in Washington." He 
thought that if he could only direct her attention 
from herself she would be calmer. 

" It was knowing how bad you'd feel that made 
me hide it from you when it happened ; and hide it 
ever since, too," she said. 

** Well, hide something now. Hide your tears, 
hide this tragedy — hide a scandal. Be a woman I 
Be a woman ! " he pleaded. 

" I will, Daddy ! I will ! " she promised. And 
controlling herself with a determined effort, she 
dried her tears. 

" Sh ! " Graham warned her, as he heard some- 
one at the door. 

Dempster and Mclntyre had returned from 
their search. 



CHAPTER XV 

PROFESSIONAL DUTY 

" I SEE Captain Holbrook is in the hall," the In- 
spector observed as he entered. 

" I had him sent here in care of an officer," 
Graham explained. 

" Why? " Mclntyre said bluntly. 

" He asked to see me," Graham replied. As 
District Attorney he was too unaccustomed to be- 
ing cross-questioned by the police not to experi- 
ence a natural resentment at the Inspector's 
brusque manner. But he controlled his outraged 
feelings. There was too much at stake to court 
deliberately the animosity of the authorities. 

" What does Holbrook say? " Inspector Mcln- 
tyre asked. 

" I don't think I can tell you, Inspector." Gra- 
ham glanced at Chief Dempster. " You see I 
'phoned the Attorney General and asked to be re- 
lieved from the case, — all of it! If Capt. Hol- 
brook is tried I may appear for him, as his attor- 
ney." 
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At this news the two officers of the law ex- 
changed a look of amazement. 

" That's rather surprising ! " Inspector Mcln- 
tyre said. " See here, Chief 1 " And with Demp- 
ster he drew apart and entered into earnest con- 
sultation. 

** Can't Capt. Holbrook come in now? " Aline 
asked. 

" He should go back with that officer," her fa- 
ther said. " Why do you want him in here? " 

** I feel safer, somehow," she replied. " He 
has such courage ! He gives courage to me." 

** ril call him." Graham went to the door. 

" Wait a minute ! " Dempster said sharply. 
And to the Inspector, " Want to question them 
separately? " he asked. 

" I don't see why," Mclntyre reflected. 

" All right 1 " the Chief told Graham. 

Capt. Holbrook came at once in response to 
Graham's bidding. 

Turning from the Inspector, with whom he had 
been whispering. Chief Dempster addressed the 
Captain. 

" You telephoned the newspaper last night tell- 
ing their editor to suppress a denial they had meant 
to make this morning of your engagement to Miss 
Graham," he began. 
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"Yes, sir!" 

" Why? " demanded the Chief. 

Capt. Holbrook seemed filled with righteous in- 
dignation. 

" Do you think I'll desert the lady when you're 
trying to make trouble for her?" he asked, re- 
turning one question for another. It was an an- 
noying habit of the Captain's, when anyone became 
too inquisitive. 

" I wasn't making any trouble at the time you 
telephoned. Hadn't thought of her ! " Dempster 
countered. 

" I said nothing of that," Holbrook answered 
evasively. ** I only asked you if you think I'll de- 
sert her now." 

** But last night ! Why telephone then ? " the 
Chief persisted. 

** When would you 'phone a paper if you 
wanted to stop a story? After it's on the news- 
stands? " was the Captain's sarcastic reply. 

"Why stop it?" 

" What was the last thing I told you about the 
lady and myself in my rooms ? " the Captain in- 
quired pleasantly. 

" That she was your wife? " The Chief was 
becoming impatient. 

" Then what a fool I'd look denying we were 
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even engaged," the Captain answered. He 
laughed, and with a manner strongly suggestive 
of contempt for his questioner, he went to the win- 
dow, where he stood looking down idly into the 
street. Returning shortly, he seated himself upon 
the desk, in an informal attitude that struck Demp- 
ster as entirely too trivial for the occasion. 

The Chief regarded his intractable prisoner 
with extreme displeasure. 

"Stalling I" he said to the Inspector with a 
sneer. 

" Miss Graham I " Dempster continued, recog- 
nizing that he could get nothing from the Cap- 
tain. " When did you put on the street dress you 
wore last night to Capt. Holbrook's rooms." 

Aline started at the abrupt question. 

"When I decided to go to him," she stam- 
mered. 

"When was that?" 

She reflected for a moment 

" I can't tell the exact hour. Chief Dempster." 

" Which door were you at when you say you 
overheard my report to your father ? " he inquired. 

" That one," she said, pointing. 

"How were you dressed at that time?" As 
Dempster waited for her reply he noticed that the 
prl appeared to be looking beyond, rather than 
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at him. He turned suddenly, and was quick 1 *' ^ 
enough to surprise Capt. Holbrook, who sat bc-lgowi 
hind him, signaling silence to Aline. I 

" Wait a minute 1 " Inspector Mclntyre said, as Jto s: 
he grasped the situation. ** You sit over there, I 
Capt. Holbrook," he directed, indicating a chair I 
on the opposite side of the room. I thai 

" Now ! " said Dempster, turning once more to I 
Aline. I pie 

"Aline needn't answer that question,'* her fa- \in^ 
ther said, before she could speak. I 

" You fear it may incriminate her, Coun- 1 de^ 
selor? " the Chief asked. Isui 

" I don't think it relevant," Graham replied. 

" Until you put on your street dress what had sw 
you been wearing? " 

" An evening gown." \ d( 

" The one you wore at dinner last night when \ 1 
your father and I and Father Shannon were at 
table?" 

"Yes, sir!" 

" Did you go out of the house in your evening 
gown ? " I 

" I put on the street dress to go out — as I've 
told you," she said. 

Dempster glanced understandingly at his col- 
league. 
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" But your maid says you took off your evening 
gown and prepared for bed 1 " he announced. 

" Well 1 " she asked him, not knowing what else 
to say. 

** Is that a fact? " he asked sternly. 

" Yes," she answered reluctantly, perceiving 
that the Chief was leading her into a trap. 

The Chief's manner, from being one of per- 
plexity, now hinted of triumph as he obtained the 
answer that he sought. 

" Then, after you got ready for bed, something 
decided you to get up and dress in your street 
suit. What was that?" 

" Your telephone message to Father," she an- 
swered uneasily. 

** I 'phoned that Judson Flagg had been mur- 
dered and there were some features about the case 
I wanted to discuss, didn't I ? " 

" About that," she admitted. 

" And that decided you to dress again ? " 

She hesitated, and looked at Holbrook. But 
the Captain could not help her. 

" It did ! " she said, at last. 

" And if necessary to go to Capt. Holbrook's 
rooms ? " 

Gordon Graham raised a warning hand. 

" Don't answer that ! " he interrupted. 
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"You object as her attorney?" the Chief in- 
quired. 

At this question Capt. Holbrook sprang to his 
feet. With well simulated indignation he con- 
fronted the surprised Dempster. 

"As my attorney, I hope!" he bellowed. 
" Are you trym' to manufacture a principal case 
against me? I'm held only as accessory after the 
fact so far ! " And having done his best to dis- 
comfit his old friend the Chief, Capt. Holbrook, as 
he turned his head, gave Graham a sly wink. But 
Dempster was not to be thrown off the scent. 

" You wore two roses at dinner, Miss Graham,'* 
he proceeded. 

" Two roses," the Captain repeated, trying to 
draw his fire. 

"What became of those roses?" Dempster 
continued, ignoring the Captain's interruption. 

" I don't know," was her lame reply. 

"Don't know?" 

" I took them off when I unclasped this pin that 
held them." 

" Where did you put them? " 

" I laid them down in front of me — I think 
on the table. I'll ask my maid for them." She 
rose, as if she would leave the room. 

Chief Dempster rose too. 
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" You needn't ! " he said. " I asked your maid 

for them. She hasn't seen them." He paused, 

to observe the effect of his announcement. " Two 

roses were found near Flagg's body," he said 

slowly. " Did you go to Mr. Flagg*s house last 

night?" 

" We deny that 1 " Graham snapped the 
words out instantly. 

" Only a question, Counselor ! " the Chief said, 
half-apologetically. 

" I've answered it ! " Gordon Graham told him. 

Chief Dempster, with a confident smile — for 
he was pleased to see his efforts bearing fruit at 
last — ceased his questioning. He nodded to the 
Inspector. 

" Get those things from Hagan," he directed. 

" Father 1 What things? " Aline cried, fright- 
ened by the (to her) indefinite order. Hand- 
cuffs immediately suggested themselves to her. 

" I don't know, dear. We'll see," Graham said 
soothingly. 

" Some articles from your room. Miss Gra- 
ham," Dempster explained. 

" Now, what do you think of that? They went, 
into her room 1 " Capt. Holbrook stormed. 

Inspector Mclntyre returned soon with an even- 
ing gown and a pair of Aline's slippers. These 
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things he handed to Dempster. The Chief held 
the dress up for Aline's inspection. 

'* This dinner gown, Miss Graham, Is soiled 
with street mud around the hem of It/' he ob- 
served, watching her narrowly. 

** My maid has neglected it," she parried. 

" This gown and these slippers were soiled last 
night in a hurried trip from here to Judson 
Flagg's house and back again," he said sternly. 

** Absurd! " Graham cried. 

" We have a witness," the Chief said weightily, 
" who knows Miss Graham and saw her hurrying 
home at about the time of the murder." 

** What witness? " her father demanded. 

" One of my patrolmen, Mr. Graham." 

Capt Holbrook sneered. 

" A policeman I Why not two o' them, a half 
a dozen, if you're gomg to manufacture a case? " 
he taunted. 

But neither Dempster nor Inspector Mclntyre 
allowed himself to get the least bit ruffled by the 
gibe. It was, indeed, not without symipathy that 
the Inspector said — 

" Sorry, Mr. Graham, but we've got to arrest 
your daughter." 

" Father 1 " Aline cried, as she pressed against 
him in her terror. 
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" I never saw a flimsier case, Inspector," Gor- 
don Graham said. 

" Get your hat and coat. Miss Graham 1 " the 
Inspector ordered. " You can go with us, sir, 
if you want to," he added, to Aline's father. 

** You won't put a delicate lady like that in 
a city jail?" Capt. Holbrook protested indig- 
nantly. 

" 'Tisn't pleasant, Mr, Graham, but it's duty," 
was Mclntyre's answer. 

Aline went to the hall door. 

" Hattie I Get my hat and coat I " she called. 
" Father Shannon I Come in ! " she sobbed, for 
the priest still waited outside. " They're taking 
me to the jail I To the jail ! " 

** Impossible! " he exclaimed. He had hoped 
for the best. 

Aline went up to her father and put both her 
arms about his neck. She clung to him like some 
frightened child as she sobbed — 

"I'll need your help — all you can lend mel 
Oh, Daddy I can I go through with it? " 

It tortured Graham's very soul to see her suffer 
so. He looked to the Inspector appealingly. 

" Why not continue her custody here? " he sug- 
gested. 

** C^n't ri^k it, Mn Graham 1 Anything could 
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happen to an emotional girl, and they'd blame 



me. 



Graham stared at him helplessly. 

** An entire absence of motive I " he objected. 

** We've got the motive, Mr, Graham," Demp- 
ster declared. 

" What motive? " Gordon Graham asked. 

*' Flagg caused the printing of that engage- 
ment item. That item was to bring your daugh- 
ter to him. Flagg somehow knew of Miss Gra- 
ham's secret marriage." 

'* Oh 1 " One startled cry escaped Aline's lips, 

** What do you know of it ? " her father asked 
the Chief. 

Before Dempster could answer, Capt. Hol- 
brook spoke up with a derisive laugh. 

"Why, Father Shannon told him last night 1 
Not his brilliancy at all." 

"They admit it; they both feared your disap- 
proval," Dempster said to Graham. 

** I've got to hand it to the Chief," the Cap- 
tain continued, in mock seriousness. " I apolo- 
pze for anything I've said about professional de- 
tectives. The motive's fine — ^but only for me. 
I went to Flagg's for that very reason — the item ! 
My stoppin' that denial was because I didn't want 
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Flagg to know we feared his publicity. I went 
to see him ; I went twice. The man had heard of 
me and rather than face me the second time, he 
killed himself." 

Dempster and Mclntyre listened with strong 
disapproval to the Captain's astonishing theory 
of Flagg's death. They knew quite well what 
the Captain's game was, and they did not intend 
that he should throw any more dust in the eyes of 
Justice. 

"See here, Inspector!" Holbrook wheedled, 
perceiving his more elaborate objection to be with- 
out result. " Don't put on that hat," he bade 
Aline, as she started to take her hat from the 
maid. And to Dempster he cried ruefully — 
" This is a cruel thing you're doing, Bob I 'Twill 
destroy our friendship for life." 

And then Aline threw herself once more into 
her father's arms. She had broken down com- 
pletely under the strain of that terrible night. 

" I can't go, Father — don't let them take me I 
I'll tell everything I " she moaned. 

" You have told everything — my darling I " 
the Captain said hastily. " Take heart I An ar- 
rest is nothing. I'm in the same jail. Time will 
fly with us." 



246 AT BAY 

** Aline I" In Graham's voice a new note of 
alarm rang out. The girl had suddenly grown 
limp in his arms. He caught her more closely as 
he felt her slender body slipping. Aline had 
fainted. 



CHAPTER XVI 

CHANGING THE SUBJECT 
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Water 1 '* the Captain called, as he sensed the 
situation. He helped Graham place her sagging 
form upon the sofa. 

" Water, Hattiel Your mistress has fainted," 
Graham said to the maid. 

Inspector Mclntyre stepped quickly forward 
and placed his fingers upon Aline's wrist. Had 
she fainted? he asked himself. He had known 
more than one hysterical suspect to take poison be- 
fore his very eyes. 

In the flurry that followed upon Aline's seiz- 
ure the telephone bell had been ringing insistently. 
At last Graham answered it. 

** Hello I What is it?" It was someone in- 
quiring for Mclntyre. " He's busy. Hold the 
wire I " Graham said. 

" Stand away, gentlemen, let's have air I " 
Capt. Holbrook commanded, and turning to open 
a window he found himself face to face with Dr. 
Francis Elliott. " Hello, Doctor 1 " he said, 
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marvelling at the opportuneness of the surgeon's 
presence. 

"Hello, Holbrookl I've been looking for 
you," the doctor said. 

"Weill we need you," Holbrook told him. 
"Tend to the lady. Doctor; she fainted." 

Dr. Elliott brushed the Inspector away from 
Aline's side. 

** Get some ammonia," he ordered. 

" That lady's in no condition. Doctor, to be 
moved to a jail," Capt. Holbrook said. " Forbid 
it! Forbid it!" 

" Jaill " the Doctor exclaimed, amazed at the 
idea of Gordon Graham's daughter going to jail. 

" Jail I " It was Aline herself who repeated 
the word now. 

" Dr. Elliott, my dear I " the Captain said to 
her, rejoiced that she had recovered. 

" Why jail? " Dr. Elliott asked. 

" They say she killed Flagg," Holbrook said. 

" Nobody killed Flagg 1 " the doctor announced 
calmly. 

Every person in the room looked at the sur- 
geon in amazement. But for a moment no one 
spoke. Then Aline staggered to her feet, and 
turning to her father she cried — 

" Not dead 1 Thank God 1 thank God 1 " 
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"Not dead?" Inspector Mclntyre repeated, 
looking at the doctor in wonder. Had he not 
seen the body with his own eyes? 

" Dead, yes I I've just left the autopsy. The 
man died of cardiac weakness." 

"But the stab wound with a paper-file?" It 
was Chief Dempster who put the question. 

" Only a glancing and superficial wound," the 
doctor replied. " Death was due to excitement. 
Rupture of the heart 1 " 

" Aline ! " Gordon Graham shouted, in the im- 
mensity of his joy. 

The telephone rang again protestingly. 

"That's for you. Inspector 1 I forgot," Gra- 
ham said. 

" Aline, do you hear ? Heart failure I I al- 
ways thought so." The Captain beamed on her 
as he took her hand. 

" I didn't kill him," she said weakly. 

" How could you? You never saw himl " the 
Captain said, so that the others could hear. " But 
they won't arrest you, because nobody killed him," 
he whispered. 

" I hope it's true," Dempster said. He had 
been willing enough to do his duty as it lay clearly 
before him. For Robert Dempster was a con- 
scientious man. But nevertheless, underneath his 



250 AT BAY 

official zeal, he had felt no little sjrmpatfay for the 
Grahams. 

Inspector Mclntyre had finished his telephon- 
ing now. 

" That was Sergeant Brockmeyer," he told the 
Chief. " The Coroner's in the office now." 

" And the verdict? " Dempster queried. 

** As Dr. Elliott says — heart disease I " 

Aline smiled through her tears. 

" Then they won't arrest you, either? " she said 
to Holbrook. 

** I am arrested. The law has its red tape and 
m have to have a preliminary hearing. But a 
man can't be an accessory to a murder that didn't 
happen,— can he, Chief?" 

*' No, Captain 1 " Dempster replied. 

Inspector Mclntyre gave Graham's hand a 
mighty grip. 

'* That'd been the hardest arrest of my ex- 
perience, if I'd had to make it I'll clear my men 
out of here," he said. 

" Thank you. Inspector! '* 

" And ni take Donnell, too. Captain, if you 
promise to report on call," Inspector Mclntyre 
told Holbrook. 

" I'll report without call. I've a bag and a suit 
of clothes in that jail," was the Captain's hu- 
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'^orous answer. He was fast recovering his 
usual spirits. 

Father Shannon was saying good-bye to Aline. 

" Whenever you need me, let me know, my 
dear." 

" God bless you 1 " She knew that she should 
have, always, a soft spot in her heart for him. 

** Father ! What was that you said to the 
girl? " the Captain inquired. 

** Whenever she needs me — " the priest re- 
peated, pausing in the doorway. 

** I hope we'll need him to-morrow I " the Cap- 
tain said significantly. 

But Aline only shook her head. 

" Just say ' Yes ' I " he pleaded. There was no 
one left in the room now, except himself, Aline 
and her father. 

** Fd give my life to say * Yes ' — but I'm not 
free to say it — not free. Oh, God! " She ap- 
pealed mutely to her father. 

" Not free? " Holbrook repeated. 

" No, Captain," Graham answered. 

*' I love you! I love you! but — wait!" she 
cried warningly, as he started toward her. " I 
am married now/" 

** Yes, six years ago — to a man named Wool- 
worth! " her father added. 
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" Woolworth 1 Tom Woolworth ? " Holbrook 
asked quickly. 

" Yes." 

Capt. Holbrook burst out laughing. 

" He's dead — as dead as a mackerel," he in- 
formed his astonished listeners. ** Dead as a 
door nail these six years ! " 

"How do you know that?" Gordon Graham 
asked. 

" I buried him," the Captain said. 

"Dead!" Aline said only the one word. 
She seemed stunned by the news. 

" Are you sure? Was it the same man? " her 
father asked anxiously. 

"A newspaper man?" the eager Captain in- 
quired. 

" Yes ! " said Graham. 

" War correspondent in the Philippines? " 

" Yes I " 

" I held his hand when he died." There was 
no doubt that it was the same man. Holbrook 
turned to Aline joyfully. And then he looked at 
her father again. 

" She's weak again I " he said, as if in sudden 
alarm. 

" I'm all right," she protested. 
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" She is 1 " the Captain declared, putting his arm 
about her boldly. " Some water! " he called. 

" Here I " Graham reached for a glass that 
the maid had left. 

** No I Get some fresh water I " the rascal ob- 
jected, determined to be rid of Graham. 

" And, Father 1 " he called as Graham held his 
hand on the doorknob, " before you come bade, 
heat it over an alcohol lamp 1 " 

Aline looked up at her lover, and in her eyes 
there was a light that shone for him alone. 

"It's too wonderful that you should have be- 
lieved in me," she whispered. 

" Why, 'twas the scamp Woolworth told me 
about you, or I'd never met you. Before they 
sent me to Washington, I looked you up and then 
I looked in your eyes; and I'm looking yet . . . 
And I'll always look there — with the lips half 
open like that . . ." 

"You wonderful man!" She smiled at him, 
though her eyes were brimming. 

He kissed her then. 

"Let's change the subject I" Capt. Holbrook 
said. 

THE END 
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